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Avenge,  O  lord '.  thy  slaughter'd  saints,  whose  bone* 
Lie  scatter'd  on  the  Alpine  mountains  cold  ; 
E'en  them,  who  kept  thy  truth  so  pure  of  old, 
When  all  our  fathers  worshipp'd  stocks  and  stones, 
Forget  not :  in  thy  book  record  their  groans 
Who  were  thy  sheep  ;  and  in  their  ancient  fold 
Slain  by  the  bloody  Piemontese,  that  roll'd 
Mother  with  infant  down  the  rocks.    Their  moans 
The  vales  redoubled  to  the  hills,  and  they 
To  Heav'n.    Their  martyr'd  blood  and  ashes  sow 
O'er  all  th'  Italian  fields,  where  still  doth  sway 
The  triple  Tyrant ;  that  from  these  may  grow 
A  hundred  fold,  who,  having  learned  thy  way, 
Early  may  8y  the  Babylonian  woe. 
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CHAPTER   I. 

Two  years  had  elapsed  since  we  witnessed  the 
meeting  between  Marie  Arnaud  and  Walter 
Durand;  and  the  succeeding  pages  of  their  his- 
tory will  have  given  a  sketch  of  the  principal  events 
which  had  occupied  that  time,  the  individual  oc- 
currences of  which  would  exceed  the  limits  of 
this. 
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The  point  at  which  we  resume  the  narrative, 
places  before  our  view  a  deep  forest  of  firs,  whose 
gloom  is  increased  by  the  shades  of  night ;  the 
sound  of  rippling  waters  is  heard,  for  the  lake  of 
Geneva  bathes  its  shores,  and  the  shrill  notes  of 
the  nightjar  add  a  wild  character  to  the  scene. 

There  may  the  enthusiast  indulge  his  midnight 
fancies-^the  ghost  seer  imbody  the  visions  of  his 
imagination,  as  the  uncertain  moonbeams  reveal, 
in  fitful  radiance,  the  fantastic  shapes  of  many  a 
gnarled  tree  whose  dark  shadow  casts  its  huge 
form  in  varied  images  at  his  feet. 

On  this  night,  indistinct  and  muttering  sounds 
of  suppressed  voices,  and  hurrying  footsteps 
creeping  with  unnatural  softness,  added  to  its 
mysteries. 

It  was  August,  but  a  chilly  air  stole  over  the 
bosom  of  the  lake,  and  seemed  to  forbode  one  of 
those  storms  which  in  that  climate  suddenly  sweep 
across  the  sky.  The  moon  shed  her  silvery  light, 
and  the  tremulous  beams  gli ttered  through  count- 
less steins,  and  rested  on  a  kind  of  enclosure, 
round  which  the  stately  firs  rose  like  pillars  of 
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defence.  The  centre  of  this  was  occupied  "by  an 
earnest  group,  motionless,  except  when  stealing 
one  by  one  from  the  dark  avenues  that  branched 
off  in  different  directions;  fresh  stragglers  joined 
the  company.  One  addressed  the  multitude  with 
authority,  and  his  words,  though  low  were  dis- 
tinct, and  each  syllable  seemed  to  be  caught  by 
his  attentive  audience. 

These  were  the  banished  Vaudois:  that  vene- 
rable speaker  the  pastor,  Arnaud;  and  beside  him 
stood  one,  whose  stern  gaze  seemed  fixed  in  reso- 
lute anticipation  of  the  dangers  he  foretold,  and  a 
determination  to  meet  them  with  unflinching 
courage — it  was  Durand  ;  his  muscular  figure 
rose  in  stately  proportion  above  the  rest,  and  near 
him  was  another,  his  sworn  comrade,  whose  arm 
supported  a  female  form,  the  expression  of  whose 
countenance  was  full  of  thought,  as  it  was  turned 
to  the  speaker  to  catch  the  concluding  words  of 
the  address. 

"  Difficulties  may  be  before  us,  but  religion  is 
the  sliieid  which  protects  us.  Dangers  are  in  our 
path,  but  reward  is  beyond.  Children,  brethren 
B  2 
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in  affliction,  the  meed  of  your  exertions  is  in  the 
valleys  of  your  forefathers !" 

No  enthusiastic  shout  or  loud  acclamation  an- 
swered these  words,  but  with  a  silence  more  im- 
pressive, and  a  look  none  could  witness  and  mis- 
understand, the  Vaudois  pointed  to  heaven, 
then  knelt  for  an  instant  and  received  the  blessing 
with  which  the  pastor  consecrated  them  to  their 
office. 

They  rose  quickly,  for  they  knew  that  delay 
was  danger,  and  denied  to  the  shores  of  the  lake. 
Boats  were  there,  and  the  rowers  in  readiness  to 
ply  their  oars  over  its  deep  waters.  Nine  hundred 
individuals  prepared  to  cross,  but  were  unable  to 
procure  the  necessary  aids  for  their  flight,  the  boats 
being  insufficient  to  carry  them  over  at  once. 
Time  passed,  rumours  were  afloat  that  the  emis- 
saries of  Savoy  suspected  their  design,  and  it  was 
a  duty  to  suppress  any  importune  emotion  which 
might  endanger  the  general  safety.  They  resolved 
therefore  to  divide  into  separate  parties,  and  to  let 
those  who  would  have  been  an  over  freight,  wait 
for  the  return  of  the  empty  vessels,  after  they 
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should  have  deposited  their  first  company  on  the 
opposite  shore. 

Arnaud  marshalled  the  first  and  largest  party 
across  the  lake,  and  though  it  might  be  a  pang 
at  such  a  moment  to  abandon  the  rest,  he  knew 
this  was  not  a  time  for  hesitation ; — one  instant 
he  tarried  ere  he  leapt  into  the  last  boat  which 
waited,  to  recommend  the  remaining  number  to 
the  care  of  Durand ;  then,  clasping  his  arm  round 
the  lingering  figure  of  his  daughter,  he  seated 
her  forcibly  by  his  side.  No  murmur  against  her 
father's  will  rose  to  her  lips,  but  the  eyes  of 
Marie  Amaud  still  dwelt  on  the  shore  that  lay 
between  Rolle  and  Nions,  for  on  its  margin  stood 
Durand,  waving  a  last  adieu,  as  the  bark  which 
bore  her  from  him  cut  through  the  deep  blue 
tide. 

"Marie,"  said  a  voice  by  her  side,  but  she 
marked  not,  heeded  not.  "  Marie,"  repeated  De 
Grafenried,  who,  seated  beside  her,  had  left 
country,  fortune,  and  friends,  to  league  himself 
with  her  people,  and  share  the  same  perilous  fate 
for  her  sake:  "Thank  God,  we  are  off!  the 
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reward  of  our  toils  is  at  hand  awaiting  us  in 
thy  own  Val  d' Angrogna !" 

She  heard,  nor  withdrew  her  listless  hand 
from  his  grasp;  but  could  the  lover  then  have 
beheld  the  countenance,  she  studiously  averted 
from  him,  he  would  have  seen  its  beauty  dimmed 
with  falling  tears. 

Swiftly  the  boats  floated  over  the  tide,  a 
light  breeze  impelling  their  course.  At  the 
boat's  stern  sat  Le  Bouquetin,  and  nestled  be- 
side him  the  unfortunate  Cretin,  every  remon- 
strance having  been  unavailing  to  induce  him  to 
leave  the  friendless  creature  behind,  who  clung 
to  him  as  the  weak  ivy  of  the  stern  oak.  There 
was  a  sympathy  between  them,  in  the  adversity 
which  had  deprived  each  of  every  social  tie,  and 
•which,  while  it  extinguished  the  light  of  sense 
in  one,  warped  it  in  the  other:  and  this  had 
caused  the  last  rays  of  gentleness  which  yet 
lurked  in  the  rough  huntsman's  breast,  to  centre 
in  the  helpless  orphan,  who  repaid  him  by  the 
only  intelligence  he  was  capable  of,  the  untiring 
look  of  mute  but  grateful  affection. 
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Though  apparently  insensible  of  all  beside, 
poor  Pierre  yet  retained  an  instinctive  foreboding 
of  danger,  and  rarely  failed  in  giving  intelli- 
gible signs  of  its  approach.  In  the  present 
instance,  though  the  sky  was  clear  and  the  lake 
unruffled,  his  uneasiness  became  extreme;  he 
pointed  to  the  waters,  then  looked  shuddering 
upwards,  and  ended  by  hiding  his  face  with  a 
piteous  wail  in  the  bosom  of  his  friend,  who 
immediately  whispered,  "  There  is  a  storm  at 
hand." 

His  words  seemed  to  give  fresh  impulse  to 
the  boatmen's  exertions.  Every  nerve  was 
strained,  and  the  very  barks  seemed  to  borrow 
energy  from  the  brave  hearts  they  bore.  The 
air  grew  chilly,  and  the  low  whistling  of  the  wind 
waxed  louder  and  louder,  till  it  burst  into  the 
threatened  squall.  Under  other  circumstances  it 
would  have  brought  fear  on  its  wings,  but  now, 
when  the  Vaudois'  path  was  in  quest  of  danger, 
and  the  terrors  of  man  were  brought  before 
them,  the  elemental  strife  seemed  to  have  lost 
its  alarms,  and  when  they  landed  in  safety  on 
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the  shores  of  Ivore  and  Nemier,  and  knelt  to 
address  one  short,  but  heartfelt  prayer  of  thanks- 
giving to  Him  who  had  protected  them,  it  was 
more  for  having  escaped  the  perils  of  the  land, 
than  of  the  water,  over  which  now  gathered 
in  dense  masses,  clouds,  whose  fearful  forms 
seemed  prepared  to  hurl  down  destruction  on  all 
below. 

A  wilder  gust  of  wind  swept  over  the  lake, 
and  the  darkening  waters,  gathered  in  heaps, 
seemed,  as  they  swelled  and  foamed  above  the 
banks,  ready  to  burst  their  bonds,  and  over- 
whelm the  boats,  now  out  of  sight  in  the  dusk. 

"Alas!  alas,  for  our  companions!"  groaned 
Marie,  who  saw  and  felt  their  situation.  "  To 
stop  at  Nions  is  certain  danger,  to  meet  these 
furious  waters,  inevitable  destruction.  My  God, 
have  pity!"  she  added,  casting  herself  on  the 
ground  in  the  attitude  of  deep  entreaty. 

Her  words  seemed  to  rouse  the  consternation 
of  her  companions,  but  they  still  believed  that 
their  brethren  would  prefer  crossing  the  now 
raging  waves  than  remain  inactive,  a  prey  to 
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the  Savoyards,  who,  they  had  good  reason  to 
suspect,  already  surrounded  the  wood  of  Nions; 
and  with  earnest  suspense  they  watched  through 
the  increasing  darkness  for  the  returning  barks. 

The  moon,  involved  in  dense  piles  of  clouds, 
now  no  longer  lighted  the  track  of  the  vessels,  and 
the  gazers  beheld  only  a  blank  space  of  uncer- 
tain gloom  where  sound,  not  sight,  revealed  that 
the  tempest  raged  in  fearful  violence ;  for  hours 
they  listened,  breathless  and  in  suspense;  at 
length  one  said, 

"They  might  be  here,  more  than  sufficient 
time  has  elapsed;  but  still  no  sound  of  oars  an- 
nounces their  approach.  Marked  ye  the  direc- 
tion taken  by  yon  boats  ?" 

None  expressed  the  ominous  foreboding  these 
words  awoke,  but  still  watched  the  horizon  with 
fearful  anxiety.  Morning  was  beginning  to  streak 
the  horizon  with  her  slight  uncertain  rays,  and  airy 
mists  floated  like  spectres  of  the  past  over  the  dis- 
tant view,  and  each  as  it  wreathed  itself  away, 
like  portions  of  a  gauzy  veil,  slowly  unfolded  to 
their  sight  the  still  agitated  lake  over  whose 
B  3 
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ruffled  bosom  the  storm  had  ceased  to  exert  its 
power.  The  clouds,  no  longer  brooding  in  sul- 
len fury,  were  bright  with  the  rosy  dawn,  and 
their  silvery  edges,  as  they  parted  in  a  thousand 
varied  shapes,  disclosed  an  azure  sky.  The  wind 
still  whistled,  but  it  was  only  as  the  kst  wail  of 
a  funeral  dirge,  mourning  for  the  devastation  that 
had  been,  and  soon  the  bright  sun  in  unclouded 
majesty,  rose  to  gladden  another  day. 

The  kke  was  still,  but  her  glassy  surface  bore 
no  gliding  bark.  In  vain  the  Vaudois  strained 
their  eyes  after  the  slightest  vestige  of  their  be- 
loved friends.  Those  treacherous  waves  could 
not  have  ingulfed  all  that  they  held  dear,  or 
some  tale-telling  wretch  would  show  they  were 
no  more. 

No; — more  insidious  foes  must  have  justified 
their  worst  apprehensions.  No  doubt  remained, 
and  they  must  wander  on,  almost  more  agonized 
"by  the  obscurity  in  which  the  fate  of  their  com- 
rades was  wrapped,  than  by  the  confirmation  of 
their  worst  fears. 

"  Forward,"  shouted  the  pastor  of  Angrogna. 
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"  Our  comrades  are  not  here,  but  their  safety 
depends  on  our  exertions.  Waste  not  these 
precious  hours,  they  bear  life  and  liberty  on 
their  wings.  On  to  the  valleys  of  Piedmont, 
the  resting-place  of  our  forefathers,"  he  said, 
and  led  the  way ;  and  though  a  tear  glis- 
tened in  his  eye  as  he  thought  of  the  tale 
the  wood  of  Nions  could  unfold,  his  resolution 
was  unshaken.  His  adopted  child,  his  helpless 
flock,  pressed  on  his  mind,  but  he  knew  that 
the  good  of  the  many  must  not  be  sacrificed  to 
that  of  the  few,  and  he  suffered  no  wavering 
doubt  or  argument  of  pity  to  shake  his  deci- 
sion. 

"  Oh,  my  father !"  sobbed  Marie,  with  a  voice 
whose  reproachful  accents  wrung  his  heart, 
"  will  you  desert  him  ?  will  you?" 

But  Amaud  authoritatively  bade  her  be  silent, 
and  consigning  her  to  Grafenried,  bade  his  little 
troop  silently,  but  rapidly  proceed. 

They  knew  not,  though  perhaps  they  might 
guess,  the  sad  fact  which  had  detained  their  bre- 
thren, namely,  that  the  boatmen,  paid  in  advance 
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and  faithless,  had  run  into  the  nearest  creek,  terrified 
at  the  raging  storm,  and  at  the  yet  more  alarm- 
ing consequence  of  a  delay  which  might  throw 
them  likewise  under  the  iron  tyranny  of  Count 
Goion,  as  abettors  in  the  escape  of  the  Vaudois. 
They  considered  only  their  own  safety,  and  the 
unhappy  group  Avho  had  watched  their  com- 
panions pass  in  safety  over  the  lake,  were  over- 
taken by  emissaries  of  Savoy,  Resistance  was 
useless,  and  within  sound,  if  not  sight,  of  their 
more  fortunate  brethren,  they  were  borne  away 
to  punishment  and  death. 

Some  few  escaped  by  hiding  themselves 
among  the  thickets  of  the  forest,  but  they  were 
soon  hunted  out  like  beasts,  and  their  resist- 
ance, which  exasperated  the  ferocity  of  their 
persecutors,  only  added  to  their  sufferings. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

THE  morning  of  the  17th  August,  broke 
brightly  over  the  lake  of  Geneva,  and  her 
still  bosom  was  smooth  and  glassy  as  a  mir- 
ror; no  boats,  however,  were  to  be  seen  there, 
for  a  general  fast  had  been  proclaimed  through- 
out the  Swiss  cantons,  and  all  who  could  com- 
mand time,  were  attending  divine  worship; 
while  others,  whom  curiosity  might  have 
tempted  to  sail  over  its  blue  waters,  were  de- 
terred by  the  remembrance  of  the  last  eve- 
ning's squall.  Quiet  and  undisturbed,  therefore, 
lay  the  silent  kke,  the  bird  poised  her  wing 
low  above  its  wave,  unscared  by  the  presence  of 
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man,  the  murmuring  ripple  glittered  in  the  sun 
ray,  and  no  other  sound  or  sight  was  there, 
till  slowly  piercing  the  waters,  a  dark  object 
appeared.  At  first  a  speck,  it  grew  bigger  and 
bigger  as  it  approached  the  shore  ;  dark,  undis- 
tinguishable,  gradually  it  assumed  a  human 
similitude,  and  panting  for  breath,  exhausted 
with  the  bold  exertion,  an  athletic  swimmer 
reached  the  bank.  For  a  moment,  overcome 
with  the  effort,  he  sunk  on  the  grass,  his  swol- 
len muscles,  dripping  hair,  and  straggling 
bosom,  giving  evidence  of  the  exertion  he  had 
made,  then  gazing  carefully  around,  the  stranger 
proceeded  to  restore  himself  as  much  as  possible 
to  composure.  "  Yes  I"  at  length  he  exclaimed,  "  I 
am  right,  they  are  safe,  they  have  been  here, 
and  are  sped  on  their  way.  God  be  with  them  in 
their  brave  attempt  land  with  those" — he  stopped, 
and  his  eyes  rested  on  the  dark  woods  which 
clothed  the  opposite  shore,  with  an  expression  of 
deep  anguish.  "  They  shall  be  avenged,"  he 
added,  with  a  solemn  tone,  "  yes,  not  for  mere 
self-preservation,  have  I  left  them  in  their  dark 
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hour,  but  for  a  noble,  Heaven-directed  pur- 
pose !" 

He  gazed  on  the  ground  ;  it  bore  the 
track  of  many  footsteps,  and  he  knew  that 
Arnaud  and  his  troop  must  have  passed  on. 
A  flask  had  been  dropped,  and  he  recognised 
it  as.  part  of  the  pastor's  property,  and  partook 
freely  of  its  contents.  Thus  strengthened,  Du- 
rand  hastened  to  follow  the  party  who  had  gone 
before,  and  relate  how  treachery  had  placed 
their  unfortunate  brethren  in  the  power  of  their 
enemies,  and  the  hairbreadth  escape  by  which 
he  had  saved  his  own  life,  when  perceiving  the 
hopelessness  of  resistance. 

The  young  man  naturally  light  and  agile, 
had  fled  with  an  arrow's  swiftness  to  a  deep 
intricate  mass  of  tangled  bushes,  and  there  lay 
motionless  and  undiscovered,  while  he  heard  his 
pursuers  thread  every  maze  of  the  forest  in 
search  of  their  prey.  Twice  the  shaking  bram- 
bles showed  how  nearly  the  foe  had  penetrated 
his  retreat,  and  he  had  loosened  his  well-tried 
couteau-de-chasse  in  its  sheath,  and  grasped  his 
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pistols,  prepared  to  sell  that  Hie  dearly  he  vowed 
should  never  again  be  in  their  power ;  but  the 
danger  passed,  and  after  some  moments  of  ago- 
nizing suspense,  Durand  ventured  to  steal  from 
his  hiding-place,  and  seek  safety  in  further  flight. 

To  remain  where  he  was,  seemed  impossible, 
the  enemy  might  return,  or  at  best  he  must 
perish  there  by  hunger.  Before  him  lay  the 
waters  the  others  had  passed  in  safety,  to  swim 
across  them  was  hazardous,  but  death  in  those 
bright  waves  which  had  borne  his  friends  on 
their  consecrated  route  had  less  terrors  for  him. 
It  was  a  moment  to  act,  not  to  think,  and  he 
plunged  into  the  tide,  recommending  himself  to 
God. 

For  a  moment  he  lost  all  hope;  his  limbs 
refused  their  office,  and  he  felt  sick  at  heart, 
but  a  change  comes  over  the  emotions  of  men, 
and  looking  upwards,  the  brave  swimmer 
breathed  one  more  prayer,  and  effectually  strug- 
gled on  to  receive  the  meed  of  his  exertion. 
The  struggle  at  last  was  over,  and  a  few  hours 
now  might  place  him  amongst  his  companions; 
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but  the  way  was  toilsome  and  long,  with  the 
certainty  that  with  every  progressive  step,  they 
too  advanced  further  from  him.  Meanwhile 
Arnaud  and  his  troop,  divided  into  nineteen 
parties  under  chosen  leaders,  rapidly  advanced. 

At  Nennier  they  procured  a  guide,  and  from 
thence  sent  to  implore  a  free  passage  through 
Ivoire,  which  if  refused,  they  determined  to 
obtain  by  force  of  arms.  These  threats  were  effec- 
tual, and  taking  Avith  them  hostages  from  every 
place  that  offered  to  obstruct  their  course,  they 
passed  through  Viu,  St.  Joyre,  and  Carnan, 
unharmed.  At  Cluse,  a  fortified  town,  they 
could  only  surmount  the  opposition  they  met  with, 
by  menacing  to  destroy  their  hostages,  unless 
suffered  to  proceed  quietly  ;  but  there  were 
symptoms,  that  information  of  their  movements 
had  been  given  at  the  town  of  Salenches,  their 
next  point. 

Till  then,  their  route  had  been  comparatively 
easy,  and  the  appearance  of  danger  trifling. 
Arnaud's  judicious  arrangements,  and  the  per- 
fect order  maintained  in  the  hostile  towns  they 
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had  passed,  gained  respect  and  attention,  and 
all  as  yet  shone  on  the  enterprise  which  they 
considered  as  divinely  inspired.  The  Vaudois 
were,  therefore,  elated  with  hope  and  enthu- 
siasm, steeling  them  against  the  worst  anticipa- 
tions; they  recognised  their  success  with  holy 
thanksgiving,  and  prepared  themselves  for  re- 
verses with  humble  prayer,  while  their  concord 
and  their  submission  to  the  pastor,  was  the  best 
earnest  for  the  future;  for  they  were  enlisted  by 
a  stronger  motive  than  that  of  gain,  and  fitted  to 
face  no  trifling  foe.  Marie  was  beside  her  father, 
her  eye  kindling  at  the  thought  of  danger,  her 
whole  being  glowing  with  enthusiastic  devotion; 
and  lifted  by  circumstances  above  the  frailties  of 
her  sex,  she  felt  no  regret  that  the  peculiarity  of 
her  position  rendered  it  a  virtue  in  her  to  ky  aside 
for  the  moment  its  soft  and  gentle  character- 
istics. 

Often  would  De  Grafenried  seek,  by  the  ten- 
derest  attentions,  to  lessen  the  privations  she 
endured;  often  his  anxious  gaze  in  moments  of 
peril,  showed  that  he  trembled  for  her,  while 
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she  remained  unmoved,  without  a  fear  to  blanch 
her  cheek,  though  the  bravest  hearts  quailed 
beside  her,  nor  showed  one  sign  of  emotion  at  the 
offerings  of  an  affection  so  devotedly  given. 
Yet  no  want  of  feeling  gave  the  sternness  to  her 
countenance;  the  joy  which  illuminated  it  at 
the  name  of  Angrogna,  the  pity  which  suffused 
it  at  the  sight  of  suffering,  or  the  shudder  with 
which  she  met  any  allusion  to  the  deserted  troop 
in  the  forest  of  Nions,  alike  forbade  such  a  sus- 
picion, and  proved  that  Marie  could  feel,  and 
deeply,  for  others,  but  not  for  herself. 

They  had  passed  Maglan,  the  dark  and  peril- 
ous Col  de  Bonhomnie  was  before  them,  they 
knew  its  steep  ascent  was  fortified  with  intrench- 
ments,  and  they  feared  that,  apprized  of  their 
expected  pass,  troops  already  awaited  them  in 
the  narrow  passage,  where  bravery  would  be 
useless,  and  strength  vain.  But  they  prepared 
themselves  by  prayer,  and  with  a  high  and  holy 
courage,  began  to  descend  the  mountains  of  St. 
Luce.  It  was  night,  the  route  was  as  if  cut 
through  the  rock,  steep  as  a  ladder,  while  the 
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dark  ravines  which  lay  beside  it  were  hidden 
by  a  fog  so  dense,  that  sound,  not  sight,  alone 
could  guide  them.  Wet  with  drizzling  rain, 
which  added  to  the  danger  of  the  slippery  road, 
the  whole  troop,  in  single  file,  wound  silently 
along,  sliding  rather  than  stepping  from  rock 
to  rock,  and  only  preserved  from  falling  over 
the  precipice  beneath  by  grasping  the  steep 
points  of  the  rocks  above  them.  The  fog,  which 
under  any  other  circumstances  would  have  been 
an  unsurmountable  impediment,  was  providential 
for  them,  for  though  it  added  to  the  dangers  of 
the  route,  it  effectually  concealed  them  from 
view,  and  they  marched,  protected  divinely, 
through  valleys,  dark  indeed  as  with  the  shadows 
of  death. 

At  the  foot  of  the  precipice  they  had  descended, 
was  a  hamlet,  called  St.  Nicholas  do  Verne,  peo- 
pled during  the  fine  season  by  shepherds.  And 
here  the  Vaudois  found  the  rest  and  refuge  they 
so  greatly  needed;  for,  petrified  with  cold,  and 
exhausted  with  fatigue,  they  were  unable  to  pro- 
ceed one  step  further.  Arnaud  alone,  preserved 
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the  energies  of  a  mind  superior  to  physical  suf- 
fering, and  amidst  the  crowd  of  worn-out  beings 
stretched  on  the  ground  around  him  in  the  deep 
forgetfulness  of  fatigue,  he  busily  planned  the 
morrow's  march,  and  prepared  for  the  contin- 
gencies which  might  attend  it.  He  suspected, 
with  truth,  that  their  guides  had  misled  them ; 
and  the  delay  occasioned  by  their  circuitous  route 
might  betray  them  into  the  hands  of  the  troops 
of  Savoy;  and,  consequently,  doubly  anxious  to  pro- 
ceed, he  aroused  his  companions  for  their  hurried 
march,  before  the  morning  sun  began  to  gild  the 
icy  peaks  of  the  surrounding  mountains.  Their 
course  lay  over  the  steepest  part  of  the  Bon- 
homme,  and  must  be  pursued  through  a  depth  of 
snow,  while  a  pouring  rain  fell  with  unceasing 
steadiness. 

Here  were  embrasures  and  counterscarps,  in 
which  a  handful  of  men  might  easily  check  and 
destroy  them;  but  they  trusted  in  One  able  to 
preserve  them,  and  the  fortifications,  so  long  te- 
nanted in  the  expectation  of  their  arrival,  had 
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been  suddenly  evacuated,  so  that  safe  and  unmo- 
lested they  reached  the  Val  d'lsere,  where  a  party 
of  peasants  alone  disputed  their  passage;  while 
the  alarms  of  every  neighbouring  village  gave 
notice  of  their  approach;  but  where,  a  parley 
with  the  governor  obtaining  consent,  they  con- 
tinued to  proceed  uninjured. 

At  Sey,  Tigne,  and  Besas,  they  were  as  for- 
tunate, and  their  spirits  rallied  before  the  dangers 
they  anticipated  in  the  heights  of  Mount  Cenis, 
which,  indeed,  exceeded  all  power  of  delineation. 
The  density  of  the  fog,  the  trackless  snow,  the 
shades  of  night,  united  difficulties  almost  impos- 
sible to  surmount.  Their  path,  from  the  summit 
of  Touliers,  was  over  frightful  precipices,  and 
many  of  the  party,  unable  to  follow,  sunk  down 
in  weariness  to  die,  while  others  losing  the  track 
in  the  falling  snow,  parted  from  their  companions, 
hopeless  of  recovering  their  way  in  these  un- 
known regions. 

"  Marie !"  exclaimed  De  Grafenreid,  as  on  reach- 
ing Jaillon  they  found  one  sheltered  spot  in 


THE  ESCAPE  OF  THE  VAUDOIS.  23 

which  to  snatch  a  moment  of  repose,  and  kindle 
a  fire  to  -warm  their  benumbed  limbs.  "  My  Marie ! 
— look  up,  and  tell  me  thou  yet  hast  strength." 

For  a  moment  she  gazed  on  him  with  gratitude ; 
but  her  weaker  nature  sunk  before  horrors  which 
had  appalled  stouter  frames,  and  she  lay  helpless, 
extended  on  the  ground.  No  complaint  had  es- 
caped her  lips,  she  had  steadily  pursued  her  way, 
nor  refused  the  offered  help  of  her  devoted  lover; 
but  when  at  length  the  cause  for  exertion  was 
over,  and  the  relaxed  limbs  were  no  longer 
strained  to  undue  exertion,  she  sunk  down,  worn 
out  and  unable  even  to  thank  the  kind  friend, 
who  scarcely  seemed  to  feel  his  own  sufferings 
while  hers  continued.  She  slept ;  he  watched  be- 
side her,  and  no  mother  could  bend  over  her 
sleeping  babe,  or  minister  to  its  comfort  with 
more  tender  anxiety  than  did  De  Grafenried  over 
the  betrothed  bride  who  had,  at  last,  promised  to 
plight  her  faith  to  him,  whenever  she  could  again 
call  the  Val  d'Angrogna  her  home. 

That  promise  was  enough  for  him,  and  he 
still  hoped  the  confiding  look  of  friendship,  with 
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which  alone  she  returned  his  ardent  gaze,  might 
ripen  into  a  warmer  expression, — fitter  guerdon 
for  all  he  had  sacrificed  for  her,  and  he  was 
happy.  The  path  of  danger,  trodden  by  her  side, 
was  dear;  and  his  own  deep  love  blinded  him  to 
the  coldness  of  hers.  But,  as  for  Marie,  her 
heart  was  full  to  bursting,  and  her  face  crimsoned 
with  shame  as  she  felt  the  duplicity  of  the  pro- 
mises he  trusted  in. 

Her  consent  had  been  wrung  from  her  in  a 

ifer* 

moment  i^ben,  convinced  of  the  hopelessness  of 
her  attachment  to  Durand,  her  woman's  pride  had 
sworn  to  banish  him  from  her  thoughts :  it  had 
been  given  under  the  influence  of  gratitude  for 
De  Grafenried's  devotion ;  but  she  knew  that  her 
vows  could  never  carry  with  them  the  entire  af- 
fections, which  her  principles  taught  her  should  be 
a  wife's  tribute  to  her  lord. 

Sometimes,  with  averted  gaze  she  listened  to 
the  tale  of  love;  and  then,  grieved  at  the  anguish 
her  intended  sincerity  occasioned,  more  than  can- 
celled the  inflicted  injury  by  a  smile  whose  kind- 
ness increased  her  lover's  devotion. 
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Meanwhile,  her  mental  suffering  was  intense, 
and  must  have  borne  heavily  on  her  physical 
constitution,  if  a  strong  impulse  of  another  kind 
had  not  counterbalanced  its  power.  Enthusiastic 
in  her  religion  and  her  patriotism,  the  thoughts 
of  the  Vaudois'  "  Glorieuse  r entree11  filled  each 
waking  thought,  inspired  each  midnight  dream. 
She  loved  to  share  the  toils  of  her  companions, 
and  found  a  refuge  from  more  troubled  feelings, 
in  exertions  which  enabled  her  to  hide  from  her 
father's  anxious  eyes  the  ravages  of  those  darker 
thoughts,  which  called  xip  unbidden  sighs,  and 
showed  that  the  fountain  of  her  affections  no 
longer  sparkled  in  its  pristine  purity.  Marie  still 
loved  the  memory  of  Durand,  but  with  that 
hopeless  love  which  feeds  on  its  own  fire ;  she  might 
have  deceived  herself  into  believing  she  had  for 
ever  smothered  it,  when  she  granted  Ernest's 
prayer  ;  and  nobly  she  strove  to  obtain  that 
victory  over  her  secret  inclinations,  without  which 
outward  show  is  unavailing.  But  her  poignant 
distress  on  leaving  the  forest  of  Nions,  her 
deeper  agony  on  deserting  for  ever  the  object  she 
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tried  no  longer  to  idolize,  revealed  the  true  state 
of  her  feelings ;  and  subsequently,  the  conviction 
that  she  should  behold  him  no  more,  having,  as  it 
were,  absolved  her- from  thinking  it  a  sin  to  trea- 
sure his  image  in  her  heart,  he  became  invested 
with  yet  brighter  perfections ! 

She  thought  of  him,  whom  she  believed  now 
numbered  with  the  dead,  while  the  unheeded 
Grafenried  poured  his  earnest  tale  into  her  ap- 
parently attentive  ear. 

She  dreamt  of  him  when,  yielding  to  fatigue, 
the  body  sank  in  sleep ;  and  she  thought  of  him 
with  a  wilder  anguish  when  her  affianced  lover 
pressed  her  hand,  and  anticipated  the  time  when 
he  should  call  it  his.  It  was  from  such  visions 
that  Marie  woke  on  the  morning  succeeding  the 
perilous  passage  over  Mont  Cenis;  the  halt  was 
at  an  end,  the  word  of  command  about  to  sound, 
and  all  in  readiness  to  proceed.  Arnaud,  as  usual, 
had  slowly  walked  in  front  of  the  troop  to  sec 
that  none  were  missing,  and  to  inspire  hope  into 
the  faint-hearted,  and  cheer  the  sick  and  wounded. 
He  then  poured  forth  the  earnest  prayer  to 
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Heaven  in  which  every  voice  joined  with  fervour. 
It  was  a  solemn  sight,  in  those  rugged  valleys,  to 
behold  the  people  of  God  worshipping  Him 
amidst  the  most  sublime  evidences  of  his  creative 
power;  a  beautiful  proof  of  their  faith  to  hear 
the  hymn  of  thanksgiving  rise  to  be  echoed 
among  those  stupendous  mountains,  ere  angels 
repeated  it  before  His  throne. 

"  My  children,"  said  Arnaud,  as  he  rose  from 
the  meek  attitude  of  prayer,  "  last  night  fell 
dangers  surrounded  us,  and  we  could  scarcely 
bear  up  against  the  difficulties  that  oppressed  us; 
greater  toils,  darker  terrors,  aAvait  us  now  in  the 
probable  appearance  of  the  foe,  but  He  who  led 
the  Israelites  through  a  more  arid  wilderness  is 
with  us,  and  will  preserve  in  us  the  remainder  of 
His  own  flock.  In  Him — for  Him,  then,  be  pre- 
pared to  stand.  Say,  is  there  one  faint  heart,  one 
sinking  spirit  amongst  ye?  if  so,  let  him  depart, 
there  is  no  hope  for  him,  no  rescue  in  the  hour 
of  danger;  but  no,  we  are  all  united  and  ready  for 
the  worst ;  let  our  watchword  be  Angrogna,  and 
the  religion  of  our  ancestors,  our  Shield  1" 
C2 
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He  ceased,  and  a  shout  returned  "  On,  on  to 
Angrogna,  to  the  birthplace  of  our  little  ones, 
the  burying-ground  of  our  fathers;  on,  on,  to 
Angrogna !" 

The  shout  pierced  the  valleys,  the  echoes  re- 
peated it  to  the  heights  above,  and  every  rock 
and  murmuring  stream  was  filled  with  the  sound. 

It  was  a  moment  of  inspiration,  and  the  little 
band  seemed  prepared  to  struggle  for  life  or  death 
with  an  energy  no  force  could  subdue. 

Marie  stood  by  her  father,  her  lips  parted  with 
the  burden  of  exclamation,  her  hands  clasped  in 
earnestness,  she  neither  felt  nor  heard  aught  but 
that  soul-awakening  word  "Angrogna,"  and  long 
ere  she  perceived  itt  a  new  comer  had  joined  the 
circle. 

The  sound  died  away,  the  Vaudois  prepared  to 
move,  when  one  other  pierced  his  way  through  • 
the  serried  ranks;  attracted  by  the  sound,   she 
turned  and  beheld   a  haggard   and   attenuated 
figure  struggling  to  reach  the  pastor. 

For  an  instant  she  gazed,  then  with  the  ready 


THE  ESCAPE  OF  THE  VAUDOIS.  29 

conviction  with  which  the  heart  recognises  its 
ruler,  exclaimed — 

"  Father,  he  lives !  he  is  here !  Yes,  it  is  he." 

She  spoke  truly.  More  fortunate  than  they, 
Durand  had  discovered  the  right  route  across  the 
Bonhomme,  from  which  false  guides  had  diverted 
their  steps,  and  on  approaching  the  valley  of  Jail- 
Ion,  heard,  in  that  loud  shout  for  Angrogna,  the 
confirmation  of  his  hopes.  Following  the  sound, 
he  hastened  to  pour  forth  into  their  willing  ears 
the  dread  tale  he  had  to  relate,  ere  he  shared,  as 
he  alone  was  fitted  to  do,  the  cares  and  anxieties 
of  the  pastor. 

His  courageous  disposition,  his  noble  endurance 
of  suffering,  and  the  calm  deliberation  of  a  mind 
in  which  passion  had  been  stifled,  gave  him  an 
ascendancy  over  the  troop  scarcely  excelled  by 
Arnaud  liimself ;  and  his  return,  on  the  eve  of 
greater  dangers  than  they  had  yet  encountered, 
was  welcomed  as  an  omen  of  success. 

His  account,  too,  of  the  disastrous  fate  of  their 
companions  in  the  forest  of  Nions,  added  the  im- 
pulse of  revenge  to  their  intended  exertions ;  and 
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from  their  young  and  enthusiastic  leader  they 
derived  fresh  inspiration.  Once  more  an  accla- 
mation rent  the  valleys,  and  the  name  of  Durand 
•was  poured  forth  from  hearts  devoted  to  him. 
Nor  did  the  pastor  withhold  his  participation  in 
the  general  joy,  and  when  he  laid  his  hand  in 
earnest  blessing  on  the  young  man's  head,  a  tear 
trembled  in  his  eye,  scarcely  less  touching  than 
his  daughter's  sob  of  delight. 

With  a  firm  step  and  flashing  eye,  Marie 
walked  that  day;  an  airy  excitement  in  her  tread 
seemed  to  lift  her  above  the  inconveniences  of  the 
route,  and  a  gladness  in  her  ever -changing  hue 
told  her  brightest  hopes  were  realized,  nor  could 
any  have  recognised  in  her  altered  appearance  the 
exhaustion  of  the  preceding  day. 

And  De  Grafenried  ?  did  he  perceive  no 
change  ?  Had  no  suspicion  ever  poisoned  the 
implicit  confidence  of  his  deep  love  ?  No  dark 
sting  of  jealousy  envenomed  his  feelings  towards 
the  man  for  whom  all  her  interest  was  enlisted, 
and  with  whom  he  was  forced  into  daily  contact. 
No !  for  the  intensity  of  his  own  devotion  would 
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have  made  him  deem  it  an  impossibility  that  the 
love  he  so  ardently  coveted  could  be  lavished 
unreturned;  and  the  never- varying,  open,  and 
fraternally  affectionate  manner  of  Durand,  towards 
both  her  and  himself,  showed  the  total  absence 
of  any  warmer  passion,  while  the  occasional  irre- 
pressible bursts  of  emotion,  on  his  part,  had  been 
hitherto  amply  accounted  for,  by  the  peculiar 
connection  of  their  life  from  the  moment  of  early 
education,  when  their  studies,  their  sports,  as 
subsequently  their  sorrows  and  hopes,  had  been 
as  much  shared,  as  if,  indeed,  they  had  both 
sprung  from  the  same  parental  stock. 

This  day  indeed,  to  a  less  confiding  nature, 
would  have  brought  startling  evidences  of  a 
deeper  feeling  on  Marie's  side  ;  but  none  could 
ever  guess  if  these  had  struck  on  De  Grafenried's 
observation,  for  still  he  followed  by  her  side — 
still  strove  to  remove  each  difficulty  from  her 
path. 

In  a  love  so  devoted  as  his,  there  was  no  room 
for  any  unworthy  anger  or  bare  mistrust.  It 
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filled  his  bosom  too  entirely,  to  leave  one  vacant 
space  for  dark  suspicion ;  it  led  him  but  to  think 
that  Marie  had  promised  to  be  his,  and  he  re- 
peated in  his  heart  with  unwavering  faith  the 
sacred  words, 

"  In  the  Val  d'Angrogna  I  will  be  thy  bride." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

ON  the  24tli  of  August  the  Vaudois  prepared 
to  penetrate  Jaillon,  a  valley  so  narrow  and  so 
darkened  by  the  towering  heights  which  border 
it  on  either  side,  that  it  wears  the  appearance  of 
a  sepulchre.  In  its  centre,  flows  a  black  and 
bubbling  stream,  whose  rushing  tide  seems  quar- 
relling with  every  rock  that  opposes  its  course. 
Its  shores  are  steep  and  nigged,  and  the  moun- 
tain rises  in  awful  sublimity  above.  No  footing  is 
left  for  more  than  one  person  at  a  time  to  tread, 
and  the  danger  to  which  a  single  file  of  troops 
may  be  exposed,  at  the  foot  of  passes  whence 
missiles  may  be  hurled  upon  them,  is  extreme. 
c3 
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Still  they  persevered  in  their  course,  nor  suf- 
fered the  expected  danger  to  prevent  the  progress 
on  \vhich  rested  all  their  hopes  of  safety,  and 
struggled  on,  till  the  vanguard  exclaimed  in  terror, 
that  armed  troops  were  hurling  huge  fragments 
of  rocks  from  above,  and  thus  adding  greater 
obstacles  to  their  route. 

Even  then  their  hope  did  not  fail,  and  they 
marched  on,  though  the  sharp  fire  of  musketry  be- 
gan to  ring  above  their  heads,  and  showers  of  stones 
rolled  from  the  heights.  The  enemy  was  there, 
but  in  what  number  or  strength  they  could  not 
tell.  At  length  they  gave  way,  and  retreated  for 
shelter  into  a  wood  of  chestnut-trees  which  bor- 
dered the  opposite  side  of  the  river,  with  the  in- 
tention of  regaining  the  path  they  had  left;  for 
before  them  that  narrow  valley  extended  amidst 
perpendicular  rocks,  the  dangers  of  which  were 
but  too  evident.  But  to  effect  this  it  was  neces- 
sary to  climb  on  hands  and  feet,  a  motion  which 
caused  such  excessive  pain  as  to  bafHc  description. 
Many  sunk  exhausted,  to  rise  no  more ;  others, 
worn  out  by  fatigue,  could  not  withstand  diffi- 
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cultics,  which  were  tenfold  increased,  by  the 
innumerable  foes  concealed  behind  the  fastnesses ; 
from  whence  they  bore  down  upon  them,  and 
after  a  feeble  resistance  carried  off  the  stragglers, 
to  swell  the  prisons  of  Grenoble  and  Isere. 

Though  sadly  weakened  the  little  flock  strug- 
gled on.  Their  trust  was  in  God,  and  they  knew 
that  it  is  not  always  by  force  or  skill  that  He  works 
out  His  marvellous  designs,  and  encouraged  by  the 
thought,  they  once  more  prepared  to  ascend  the 
mountain  of  Touliers.  After  a  long  and  perilous 
march  they  reached  its  summit,  and  there  per- 
ceived, indistinct  in  the  fleecy  mist,  the  outline 
of  a  corps  some  hundreds  strong,  the  joyous  music 
of  whose  triumphant  march  contrasted  painfully 
with  their  harassed  condition. 

There  was  one  moment  of  doubt,  and  then 
bracing  up  each  failing  nerve,  the  Vaudois  col- 
lected their  force,  and  rapidly  advanced  to  meet 
the  foe.  This  they  believed  was  the  dreaded 
crisis — this  the  moment  when,  locked  in  the  grasp 
of  death,  they  must  struggle  for  liberty  and  life: 
but  there  was  no  hesitation,  and  at  the  watchword 
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"  Angrogna,"  each  spirit  seemed  roused  to  meet 
with  cheerfulness  the  fatal  hour.  Their  expecta- 
tion, however,  proved  vain :  the  officer  of  the  op- 
posing troop  sent  a  flag  of  truce,  and  contented 
himself  with  permitting  them  to  continue  their 
march,  provided  they  pursued  it  immediately 
above  his  own  course. 

These  strange  conditions  awoke  the  Vaudois' 
suspicions,  but  scarcely  any  other  alternative  re- 
mained but  to  accept  them;  the  disadvantages  of 
their  position  in  that  spot  would  have  rendered 
it  unwise  to  give  battle;  and  it  would  have 
been  yet  more  rash  to  attempt  forcing  their  pas- 
sage by  the  other  route,  which  was  well  guarded. 
Therefore,  though  surrounded  by  a  thousand 
dangers,  and  with  the  prospect  of  the  bridge  of 
Salabertraun  before  them,  where  it  was  evident 
the  foe  hoped  to  enclose  them  between  two  fires, 
and  thus  easily  annihilate  them  in  the  narrow 
pass,  they  were  obliged  to  proceed,  but  not  till 
after  one  more  parley  with  the  adverse  party,  who 
renewed  their  asseverations  to  leave  them  unmo- 
lested. They  then,  steeling  their  hearts  with  the 
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remembrance  of  the  Divine  protection,  which  had 
led  a  chosen  people  through  greater  dangers,  ad- 
vanced within  a  mile  of  the  dreaded  point,  where 
lay  a  little  village  whose  stores  might  furnish 
them  with  necessaries.  There  they  halted,  and 
were  told  by  the  inhabitants,  after  they  had  sup- 
plied their  wants,  that  a  supper  awaited  them  on 
the  road  if  they  boldly  sought  it. 

These  mysterious  words  confirmed  their  worst 
anticipations,  but,  inspired  with  enthusiastic 
hopes,  the  Vaudois  fearlessly  advanced,  and  the 
truth  itself  flashed  on  their  minds  when  looking 
into  the  valley  beneath,  they  beheld  sure  indica- 
tions of  the  enemy  in  many  a  blazing  fire.  They 
knew  the  moment  of  battle  had  arrived,  and  that 
their  only  chance  was  to  meet  it  boldly,  and  avail 
themselves  of  the  time  that  remained  in  searching 
for  ambuscades  in  the  adjacent  woods. 

Hastily  every  preparation  was  made,  and  then 
Arnaud  collected  his  troop  to  implore  Divine 
assistance.  Aware  of  the  extent  of  their  peril, 
they  also  knew  how  powerful  a  support  they  so- 
licited, and  with  unflinching  resolution  they  heard 
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the  loud  "  Qui  vive"  with  which  the  enemy  sa- 
luted them. 

It  was  an  awful  moment,  and  might  have  ap- 
palled hearts  less  prepared  than  theirs.  The 
path  before  them  was  a  smooth,  narrow  defile; 
on  either  side  were  rocks  such  as  the  agile 
chamois  alone  could  climb,  and  in  the  midst  the 
bubbling  stream,  over  which  hung  a  picturesque 
bridge  of  wood.  The  height  of  the  mountain 
which  shaded  it,  cast  a  dark  hue  on  the  waters, 
and  added  gloominess  to  the  scene  which  opened 
on  the  Vaudois  as  they  looked  down  from  the 
eminence  they  occupied. 

Bright  in  the  sunbeams  glittered  a  grove  of 
bayonets;  and  the  clash  of  arms,  and  the  occasional 
sound  of  a  trumpet,  told  that  a  well-equipped 
army  guarded  the  narrow  defile,  yet  bravely  \vas 
the  answering  shout  delivered  of,  "  Friends,  if 
suffered  to  pass,"  and  more  bravely  received  the 
angry  reply  that  refused  such  terms. 

"  Down  with  the  Barbets !"  was  the  cry, 
and  a  crashing  volley  accompanied  the  words. 
But  it  passed  harmlessly  over  their  heads;  for 
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a  preconcerted  signal  from  Arnaud  had  prostrated 
his  whole  troop  on  the  ground. 

The  discipline  of  affection  had  exhibited 
its  power  in  the  implicit  obedience  of  the  men. 
At  his  order  they  cast  themselves  motionless  as  in 
death  where  they  stood,  and  but  one  of  all  that 
number  paid  the  penalty  of  imprudence. 

For  several  minutes  they  lay  concealed  in  the 
dense  smoke,  peal  upon  peal  of  musketry  followed 
in  rapid  succession.  At  length  they  rose,  thank- 
ful and  astonished  when  that  firing  ceased;  but 
in  rising,  they  discovered  a  party  in  the  rear 
whose  circumvolutions  had  been  unobserved. 
The  little  band,  but  a  handful  in  number,  had 
to  contend  in  front  with  a  disciplined  army 
under  a  renowned  leader,  while  their  rear  was 
harassed  by  a  company  which  threatened  to 
encircle  them,  and,  by  cramping  their  exertions, 
to  overpower  and  then  massacre  them  in  their 
helplessness. 

At  such  a  moment,  one  wavering  movement 
might  lose  for  them  whatever  advantages  pre- 
vious exertion  had  achieved,  and  at  once  con- 
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sign  them  to  hopeless  captivity  or  death,  but  a 
bold  effort  might  redeem  them  from  what  they 
most  dreaded;  and  now,  when  despair  stood  at 
hand,  one  brave  heart,  one  cheering  voice  roused 
them  to  a  fresh  and  stronger  impulse. 

4 '  On,  Vaudois,  on!"  shouted  Durand,  ''the 
bridge  once  carried,  the  day  is  ours !"  and  rush- 
ing through  the  canopy  of  smoke,  glowing  with 
enthusiastic  hope,  the  brave  young  leader  dashed 
on  in  their  front  to  the  bridge. 

"To  Angrogna!  to  victory!"  repeated  the 
troop,  and  with  the  fury  of  a  lioness  in  de- 
fence of  her  young,  the  Vaudois  followed  on 
the  desperate  attempt. 

The  sudden  impetuosity  of  the  movement 
carried  all  before  it.  The  French  gave  way 
before  the  unexpected  charge,  and  sought  safety 
in  their  intrenchments ;  but  even  here  the  little 
troop  pursued  them,  and  rushing  up  to  the  very 
muzzles  of  their  guns,  cut  down  the  enemy  be- 
fore they  could  fire  at  them,  shivering  their 
muskets  in  pieces  with  their  short,  broad  sabres, 
and  spreading  confusion  and  death  before  them. 


THE  ESCAPE  OF  THE  VAUDOIS.  41 

Their  eager  grasp  seized  the  flying  foe,  their 
fleet  footsteps  trod  on  their  retreating  track,  and 
still  the  word  "  Angrogna"  rose  triumphant  to 
the  skies,  while,  careless  of  honour  and  of  all 
but  safety,  the  French,  with  one  dastard  excla- 
mation of  "  Same  giri  pent"  fled  in  disorder 
before  a  body  of  men  not  amounting  to  a  third 
of  their  number. 

The  struggle  lasted  for  two  hours;  and  when 
the  moon  rose,  every  foe  had  departed,  and  the 
passage  was  free,  but  for  the  sad  memorial 
left  by  the  defeated,  in  numerous  corpses  of 
their  companions,  which  strewed  the  plain,  and 
tinged  the  river  with  a  dark  crimson  tide. 

Arnaud  had  marched  the  whole  day  at  the 
head  of  the  troop,  and  Durand,  when  not  beside 
him,  hurried  through  the  ranks  to  excite  the 
courage  which  reason  told  him  must  fail  without 
some  powerful  excitement  to  support  it.  In  aid 
of  this,  Marie's  presence  and  example  of  forti- 
tude were  not  unavailing.  It  were  an  exaggera- 
tion to  say  she  felt  no  apprehension  in  that 
dread  hour,  but  the  imaginative  character  of  her 
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sex  lifted  her  above  noticing  the  surrounding 
perils.  Stimulated,  moreover,  by  the  anxiety  of 
proving  to  her  father  that  she  was  not  unworthy 
of  the  ]poon  she  had  ardently  craved,  and  he 
most  reluctantly  granted,  that  she  should  accom- 
pany the  expedition.  Above  all,  she  was  ani- 
mated by  the  presence  of  him  in  whom  all  her 
affections  centered,  and  when  he  accosted  her 
with  the  epithets  of  early  days,  and  marvelled  at 
her  courage,  she  felt  a  thrill  of  delight  in  her 
heart,  which  gave  a  new  impulse  to  every  ex- 
ertion. 

In  obedience  to  her  father's  orders,  she  walked 
in  the  rear,  under  the  careful  protection  of  De 
Grafenried,  who,  but  for  so  sacred  a  charge,  could 
never  have  consented  to  desert  the  foremost  post 
of  danger ;  and  he  was  rewarded  by  the  effects 
of  the  new  influence  on  Marie's  heart ;  for  she  was 
kinder  throughout  that  day,  received  less  repul- 
sively his  oft-repeated  vows  of  affection,  and 
smiled  on  him  with  a  gentleness  which  led  him 
to  confide  in  the  attachment  he  believed  would 
be  consummated  in  Angrogna.  To  protect  so 


THE  ESCAPE  OF  THE  VAUDOIS.  43 

dear  a  being  had  been  his  anxious  care — to  trem- 
ble for  her,  the  strongest  emotion  which  danger 
could  kindle  in  his  bosom. 

After  passing  the  Jaillon,  Marie's  cheek  flushed 
brighter  as  the  enemy's  challenge  sounded,  and 
was  succeeded  by  Arnaud's  rapid  signal  to  fall 
flat  before  the  coming  volley,  at  which  the  band, 
which  had  marched  so  steadily  forward,  in  a 
moment  had  disappeared,  as  if  by  magic,  and, 
prostrate  on  the  ground,  listened  in  intolerable 
suspense  for  the  terrific  crash  of  the  cannon  and 
musketry,  which  they  knew  must,  even  with 
these  precautions,  desolate  their  ranks.  Then, 
each  individual  heart  throbbed  at  the  close  aspect 
of  death,  and  felt  that  though  this  moment  was 
indeed  his  own,  the  next  in  all  probability  would  be 
that  of  the  long  eternity — which  none  may  meet 
with  a  cheek  unblanched,  or  a  heart  unshaken  with 
awe.  Then,  DC  Grafenried  was  near  Marie  ;  but 
the  powerful  and  divinely-implanted  love  of  life 
yielded  to  a  yet  dearer  anxiety  for  that  of  another, 
and  when  the  death-dispersing  volley  sounded, 
stunning  the  nerves,  and  appalling  the  heart,  her 


44  THE  PASTOR  CHIEF;  OR, 

name  rose  to  his  lips.  All  else  was  then  for- 
gotten, and  rising  with  a  sudden  impulse,  he 
rushed  to  clasp  her  in  his  sheltering  arms,  and 
snatch  her  from  a  fate  the  thought  of  which 
appalled  him.  His  rising  figure  was  a  mark 
to  the  shattering  shot,  and  ere  he  could  reach  the 
object  of  his  movement,  De  Grafenried  fell !  The 
heart,  which  had  beat  so  devotedly  for  her,  was 
pierced  by  the  fatal  ball;  and  when  the  crisis 
was  over,  and  the  Vaudois  rose  to  wonder  at 
their  preservation,  Marie  was  conscious  that 
the  form  which  had  fallen  before  her  was 
stiffening  in  eternal  stillness.  She  had  seen  death 
in  the  social  chamber,  on  the  bleak  mountain-top, 
and  she  had  heard  its  last  struggle  in  the  swollen 
torrent ;  but  she  had  never,  as  now,  witnessed  it 
in  battle,  severing  the  link  which  was  so  soon 
to  be  united  between  them,  and  marked  by  the 
crimson  stream  which  welled  at  her  feet.  She 
hardly  heard  the  impetuous  rush  to  arms,  or 
marked  the  fierce  struggle  which  ensued:  all  her 
woman's  feelings  had  awoke  to  be  concentrated 
in  the  mournful  object  before  her,  and  the  picture, 


THE  ESCAPE  OF  THE  VAUDOIS.  45 

as  that  of  a  magic  glass,  rose  before  her  mind  of 
Ernest's  tender  love,  his  noble  devotion,  his  en- 
dearing qualities :  and  as  she  pillowed  in  her  lap 

I 
the  lifeless  head,   and  gazed  on  the  inanimate 

features  of  the  dead,  the  deep  cry  of  tenderness 
with  which  she  called  on  him  to  awake,  and  be 
once  more  all  her  own,  would  have  made  that  now 
impassive  heart  thrill  with  delight  in  life,  and 
think  the  boon  cheaply  purchased,  even  thus. 

The  battle  had  continued,  the  confused  hubbub 
of  voices  and  of  manv  a  death-struggle,  but  the 

•/  GO         ' 

pastor's  daughter  had  sat  immoveable  beside 
the  remains  of  her  lover,  as  if  to  return  the 
care  she  had  received  from  him  in  life ;  and  when 
the  victorious  troop  came  back  to  seek  the  bodies 
of  their  comrades,  they  found  her  sorrowing  as  a 
widow,  by  the  side  of  her  betrothed ! 

"Be  comforted!  dearest  Marie,"  whispered 
Durand.  "  Oh !  bear  this  trial  with  the  fortitude 
thy  countrymen's  success  should  inspire,  even 
though  purchased  at  such  a  cost  to  thee  :  be  com- 
forted." 

But  the  voice  of  the  consoler  had  lost  its  charm, 
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and  could  she  have  analyzed  all  the  causes  of  her 
fast-increasing  sobs,  the  pastor's  daughter  might 
have  found  a  feeling  akin  to  anger  against  one 
who,  conscience  told  her,  had  robbed  the  de- 
parted of  what  should  have  been  his  own. 

With  a  reverent  and  solemn  decision,  Durand 
drew  the  body  from  her  arms,  and  placed  it  with 
those  companions  whose  blood  had  also  dyed  the 
pass  of  Salabcrtraun,  within  a  niche  of  the  neigh- 
bouring rocks ;  there  was  no  time  for  a  further  and 
useless  ceremony ;  so  with  the  words  of  Scripture, 
"  Let  the  dead  bury  their  dead,"  and,  "  May  the 
Lord  of  the  living  protect  His  remnant,"  they 
left  them  alone  in  'their  glory. 

No  weak  remonstrance  or  vain  outburst  of 
sorrow  broke  from  the  lips  of  Marie,  as  she  suf- 
fered him  to  do  what  she  knew  was  right  without 
repining ;  her  faith,  which  forbade  her  to  dwell  on 
the  perishing  remains  of  him  who  had  so  loved 
her  in  life,  taught  her  to  look  up  in  humble 
acquiescence  to  the  divine  will  which  had  ordered 
every  scene  of  that  eventful  day;  but  no  one 
could  fathom  the  depth  of  that  grief  which  was  as 
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genuine  and  sincere  as  if  it  had  indeed  been  the 
produce  of  mutual  affection.  Had  she  returned 
the  Syndic's  love,  it  might  indeed  have  been 
more  poignant  after,  but  could  not  have  been 
deeper  then.  Death  had  revealed  the  merits  to 
which,  in  life,  she  felt  she  had  been  ungratefully 
blind,  and  with  the  memory  of  his  love,  came 
that  bitterest  sting  of  remorse,  the  poignancy  of 
which  is  only  known  by  experience,  that  she  had 
neither  appreciated  nor  rewarded  his  merit. 

All  was  now  over.  The  little  band  who  had 
defeated  an  army  of  two  thousand  nine  hundred 
disciplined  troops,  assembled  to  count  the  num- 
ber of  their  skin,  and  lift  up  the  song  of  thanks- 
giving to  the  "  Eternal  of  armies,"  who  had  given 
them  the  victory  over  their  enemies. 

Of  more  than  six  hundred  corpses,  only  twelve 
of  the  number  were  Vaudois,  and  these  were 
reverently  withdrawn  from  the  others,  and  left  to 
moulder  undisturbed,  near  the  spot  they  had  im- 
mortalized by  their  courage. 

Then,  though  greatly  needing  repose  after  the 
fatigue  of  three  days  and  three  nights  of  forced 
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and  heavy  marches,  the  whole  troop  prepared  to 
climb  by  moonlight  the  steep  ascent  of  Mount 
Sci.  All  night  they  toiled  on  in  a  silence,  which 
showed  how  entirely  every  faculty  was  absorbed 
in  the  strong  demand  for  bodily  exertion,  and 
with  no  interruption  but  the  occasional  incitement 
to  continued  endurance,  with  which  at  intervals 
the  strongest  sought  to  keep  up  the  spirits  of 
the  weak. 

They  reached  that  perilous  height  just  as  the 
day  began  to  break.  Behind  them,  they  had  left 
dangers  which  providential  interference  alone  had 
enabled  them  to  overcome,  and  which  they  had 
encountered  with  firm  trust;  and  now  lay  before 
them  the  object  of  all  their  hopes !  Glittering  in 
the  early  sunbeams,  and  just  discernible  in  the  far 
distance,  were  those  mountain-peaks  which  girded 
their  own  dear  valleys ;  and  the  sight  was  a  more 
precious  reward  than  the  laurels  of  victory  or  the 
spoils  of  the  conquered .  Past  toils  were  all  forgotten 
— Angrogna  lay  before  them !  The  God  whom 
they  and  their  forefathers  served,  had  conducted 
them  almost  miraculously  to  the  cheering  prospect, 
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and  mingled  with,  acclamations  of  delight,  rose 

more  holy  ejaculations  of  gratitude  to  the  benefi- 
cent Creator  to  whom  they  referred  their  success, 
and  to  whom  their  creed  taught  them  such  praise 
was  dear,  as  well  as  due. 

With  them,  Marie  also  reached  that  point,  and 
suppressing,  by  a  violent  effort,  her  swelling 
emotions,  she  trod  that  path  alone,  where  none 
now  waited  to  sooth  her  with  the  tenderness  of 
affection,  and  thus  beheld  once  more  the  distant 
mountain-tops  which  shaded  her  own  Angrogna. 
But  let  us  not  insinuate,  that  grief  for  the  dead, 
prevented  her  sympathy  with  the  living,  or  can- 
celled former  ties — no,  Arnaud's  daughter  could 
not  but  view  with  delight,  the  promised  land  of 
all  their  hopes,  but  it  was  with  a  feeling  chastened 
by  the  remembrance  of  Do  Grafenried's  hopes  for 
that  blessed  sight,  that  she  knelt  down  to  join  in 
the  general  thanksgiving. 

Short,  fervent,  and  springing  from  the  inmost 
heart  was  that  simple  prayer ;  and  when  it  ended 
there  arose  from  a  clear  and  melodious  voice,  the 

VOL.  II.  D 
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first  notes  of  the  Vaudois  hymn.  With  a  simulta- 
neous impulse,  every  mountaineer  enthusiastically 
took  up  the  burden  of  the  song;  each  rock,  each 
valley  rung  with  the  solemn  melody,  and  echo 
herself  joined  in  the  holy  chorus  of  the  following 
words : 

God  is  our  hope,  our  fortress  tower, 
Our  sword  and  shield  in  danger  ; 
Right  safe  we  rest  beneath  His  power 
From  ruthless  foe  and  stranger. 
Though  the  foul  fiend  rages  wide 
With  the  powers  of  earth  allied  ; 
Though  master-force  and  fraud 
Assail  thy  church,  O  God, 
They  shall  not  shake  or  cliange  her. 

Our  strength  were  vain  ;  no  sure  relief 

Our  own  right  hand  can  yield  us  ; 

In  Him  we  trust,  our  rightful  chief, 

Whose  soldiers  God  hath  seal'd  us. 

Who  is  this  redoubted  One  ? 

It  is  God's  all  glorious  Son  ; 

His  arm  shall  win  the  fight : 

No  other  name  of  might 

In  storm  or  strife  can  shield  us. 

Though  angry  fiends  the  wide  world  throng, 
We  are  not  thus  forsaken  : 
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The  Lord  of  Hosts  his  right  arm  strong 
In  danger's  hour  shall  waken. 
Though  tyrant  power  despoil 
Of  kindred,  name,  and  soil, 
Life,  land,  and  fair  renown, 
His  liegemen,  God  shall  crown — 
His  kingdom  stand  unshaken. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  unlioped-for  success  of  the  Vaudois'  en- 
terprise, at  a  time  when  their  strength  was 
weakened  by  persecution,  and  their  number  di- 
minished by  death,  occasioned  an  astonishment 
at  the  court  of  Turin,  greater  than  can  be 
decribed.  TVith  the  superstition  common  to 
the  age,  they  accounted  for  the  marvellous 
occurrence,  by  assigning  it  to  the  agency  of  the 
evil  spirits,  with  which  heretics  were  generally 
accused  of  maintaining  intercourse,  and  by  whose 
assistance  alone  it  was  believed  they  had  been 
enabled  to  make  head  against  the  armies  which 
opposed  their  progress.  This  conviction  in- 
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creased  the  virulence  of  persecution,  by  enduing 
it  with  the  importance  of  a  religious  duty. 

Perhaps,  Victor,  who  in  their  allegiance  and 
fidelity,  had  had  proofs  of  the  virtue  of  his 
protestant  subjects,  and  whose  birth  and  educa- 
tion raised  him  above  popular  prejudice,  might 
have  felt  occasional  compunction;  but  every  suc- 
ceeding deviation  from  the  path  of  rectitude  be- 
comes easier,  and  alienates  the  affections,  while 
it  prevents  the  judgment;  and  now  influenced 
solely,  by  an  overweening  ambition  for  the 
aggrandizement  of  his  own  dominions,  and  urged 
on  by  France,  whose  overbearing  monarch  dic- 
tated what  terms  he  pleased,  the  Duke  of  Savoy 
tarried  not  to  consult  his  conscience,  ere  he  fol- 
lowed with  a  degrading  subservience  the  rules 
laid  down  for  him. 

At  that  moment,  the  political  horizon  was 
clouded  in  every  quarter  with  gathering  storms. 
An  alliance  was  formed  to  repeal  the  overgrow- 
ing ambition  of  Louis,  and  the  flames  of  war 
were  kindling  in  Flanders,  Germany,  Catalonia, 
and  Italy;  while  in  England  and  Ireknd,  the 
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exiled  James  prepared  to  remount  the  British 
throne.  Hitherto,  France  had  maintained  her 
pre-eminence,  nor  had  a  shadow  dimmed  the 
lustre  of  her  laurels;  but  England,  by  joining 
the  famous  league  of  Augsburg,  now  gave  her 
mighty  aid,  to  check  the  course  of  oppression 
and  injustice,  and  to  stop  in  his  career  the  proud 
conqueror,  who  would  mould  the  law  of  nations, 
and  dispose  of  their  territories  at  his  will. 

That  age  was  one  of  stirring  interest:  the 
approach  of  war  roused  every  energy  and  excited 
the  attention  of  all.  Great  men,  whose  powers 
might  have  lain  dormant  in  activity,  shone  forth 
as  blazing  stars  in  every  court  of  Europe,  while 
the  influence,  which  Louis  XIV.  had  acquired 
over  the  councils  of  nations  was  testified  also  by 
their  general  imitation  of  his  example.  Paris  set 
the  fashion  to  the  world ;  her  monarch  protected 
and  encouraged  talent,  and  therefore  the  arts  and 
sciences  flourished  throughout  civilized  Europe. 
Luxury  and  dissipation  characterized  her  habits, 
diffused  gaiety  to  distant  towns :  and  the  sounds 
of  merriment  and  the  voice  of  revelry,  which 
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resounded  in  the  courts  of  kings  and  the  palaces 
of  their  courtiers,  overpowered  the  fainter  sounds 
of  woe,  which  issued  not  the  less  plaintively 
from  the  poorer  habitations  on  which  the  burdens 
tad  devastations  of  war  had  heavily  fallen. 

The  unreflecting  might  be  dazzled  by  such 
outward  show  of  splendour,  but  wiser  ob- 
servers perceived,  that  it  only  veiled  for  a  time 
scenes  of  misery  and  destitution  which  would 
too  soon  appear,  and  to  preserve  his  own  power 
and  possessions  in  the  approaching  struggle  was 
the  chief  care  of  Victor  Amadeus. 

Though  small,  his  dominions,  as  possessing  the 
chief  pass  into  Italy,  were  of  the  utmost  import- 
ance to  Louis,  who  spared  no  pains  to  secure 
him  for  an  ally,  and  retain  him  as  such  by  the 
fear  of  a  formidable  army,  which,  on  pretence  of 
overcoming  the  sedition  of  his  Vaudois  subjects, 
he  kept  as  a  salutary  check  in  the  valleys  of 
Piedmont. 

With  the  vacillation  of  a  mind  which  owns  no 
higher  principle  of  action  than  self-interest,  Victor 
still  hesitated  between  the  claims  of  his  allegiance 
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to  France,  and  the  dread  he  entertained  of  the 
mighty  alliance  of  so  many  foreign  powers, 
should  the  balance  of  war  decide  in  their  favour. 
Notwithstanding  the  harassing  debates  in  coun- 
cil which  these  doubts  occasioned,  the  court  of 
Turin  was  still  distinguished  for  its  gaiety.  The 
midnight  masquerade,  the  daily  festa,  the  sound 
of  music  and  the  voice  of  song  still  cheered  its 
palaces,  and  concealed  the  anxieties  of  its  uncer- 
tain policy,  while  French  courtiers,  French  ge- 
nerals, and  French  beauties  thronged  its  pre- 
cincts. Still  the  Marchioness  of  Pianezza  was 
its  fairest  ornament,  her  husband  its  envied 
favourite;  but  though  both  were  flattered  and 
admired,  neither  enjoyed  the  happiness  their 
early  marriage  should  have  brought.  Young, 
rich  and  idolized,  the  marquis  and  his  bride  in 
the  privacy  of  domestic  life,  were  yet  miserable. 
Her  unsatisfied  heart  expected  more  than  his 
could  ever  give,  and  the  deepest  affection  com- 
patible with  his  character,  was  tinged  by  an 
unhallowed  hue  of  jealousy  which  cast  reproba- 
tion and  regret  on  all  her  actions. 
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The  ties  of  parential  affection  might,  perhaps, 
have  changed  their  mutual  position,  but  no  infant 
prattler  had  yet  been  granted  to  cheer  Anima's 
solitary  hours,  or  soften  by  its  unconscious  in- 
fluence the  father's  sterner  heart.  Bitterly  did 
she  now  feel  that  the  link  she  had  formed,  the 
only  earthly  one  existing  for  her,  was  twined 
with  thorns,  the  sharpness  of  which  she  murmured 
at,  rather  than  deplored.  With  the  vehemence 
of  a  character,  whose  depth  was  passion,  whose 
decision  impulse,  she  had  contracted  that  mar- 
riage, which,  though  it  was  too  late  now  to  dis- 
solve, might  yet  have  brought  forth  a  harvest 
of  happiness.  Her  heart,  like  a  parterre  of  beau- 
tiful flowers,  whose  luxuriance,  unchecked  by  the 
hand  of  care,  becomes  entangled  in  its  over- 
growth, required  that  wholesome  discipline  by 
which  reason  balances  and  regulates  the  prepon- 
derating affections,  and  restores  the  harmony  in 
the  mental  constitution,  which,  without  her  aid, 
is  ever  wanting. 

Anima  could  feel  deeply,  often  justly;  she 
could  love  passionately,  and  repent  with  sincerity ; 
D  3 
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but  she  had  not  learnt  to  reflect,  or  profit  by  the 
sorrows  which  are  sent  to  us  to  purify  the  mind 
and  prepare  it  to  receive  loftier  impressions. 
Solitude  and  reflection,  might  have  replaced  the 
passionate  burst  of  remorse,  with  which  she  re- 
called the  abnegation  of  her  early  faith  and 
friends,  by  a  calmer,  more  sober  regret  and  whole- 
some purposes  of  future  amendment;  but  the 
beacon  of  sound  religion  was  wanting  to  direct 
her  steps,  and  no  friend  was  at  hand  to  sympathize 
in  her  sorrows  and  sweeten  their  bitterness ;  and 
so  she  turned  from  the  pang  of  self-communion. 
to  drown  the  regrets  it  awakened  in  the  lethe  of 
gay  amusements.  The  life  she  led  was  intoxi- 
cating. The  pomp  and  luxury  of  a  Court  with- 
out monotony;  the  adulation  of  courtiers,  who 
ascribed  all  its  fascinations  to  herself;  the  ad- 
miration which  her  every  action  excited,  and  the 
attentions  paid  to  her  as  to  a  favourite  at  the 
court  of  the  Grand  Monarque,  united  to  gild  the 
gay  dream  in  which  she  seemed  to  glide  asthejDre- 
siding  goddess  or  its  fairy  queen,  and  contrasted 
painfully  with  the  cold  demeanour  of  him  who 
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called  tliis  star  liis  own,  and  yet  cared  not  to  bask 
in  its  radiant  beams. 

Vexed,  indignant  to  find  the  tribute  of  appro- 
bation withheld  where  she  had  a  right  to  claim  it, 
Anima  yielded  to  the  vain  and  dangerous  tempta- 
tion of  enlisting  his  jealousy  as  a  means  of  win- 
ning back  his  love. 

"  And  he ! — he  cares  not  for  me,"  exclaimed 
Anima,  one  night  as  re-entering  the  sleeping 
apartment  of  her  beautiful  palazzo  at  Turin,  she 
stood  before  her  mirror  in  all  the  gaiety  of  her 
festal  attire,  her  cheek  flushed,  and  her  eyes  glit- 
tering with  the  excitement  of  that  evening's  in- 
cense. Lovely  indeed  was  the  reflection  that 
mirror  yielded.  The  slight,  delicate  form,  which 
had  gained  in  elegance  what  it  had  lost  in  round- 
ness, the  arched  eyebrow,  the  brilliant  com- 
plexion, and  more  than  these  the  beaming  eye 
that  seemed  to  challenge  a  rivalry  with  the  spark- 
ling jewels  that  encircled  her  forehead.  For  a 
moment  she  gazed  on  with  a  triumphant  expres- 
sion ;  but  a  cloud  passed  over  the  brow,  and  im- 
patience was  in  the  movement  with  which  she 


60  THE  PASTOK  CHIEF ;  OR, 

tore  from  it  the  resplendent  and  becoming  diadem, 
as  again,  with  the  irritation  of  mortified  vanity 
at  being  denied  in  one  channel  the  incense  which 
flowed  too  freely  in  every  other,  she  repeated, 
"  He  cares  not  for  me,  and  what !  oh,  what  is  the 
impassioned  admiration  of  others  to  me  ?  Proud 
heart  of  his,  it  will  not  bend — but,  it  shall 
break !"  and  the  dark  expression  of  her  southern 
origin  flashed  from  her  eye.  "  He  shall  see," 
she  added,  in  a  lower  tone,  "  that  the  beauty  he 
regards  not,  the  affection  he  will  not  woo,  others 
prize !"  Then  slowly,  and  with  the  evidence  of 
stern  resolve  in  every  action,  she  proceeded  to 
divest  herself  of  the  gorgeous  attire  which  had 
so  well  suited  her  rank  and  beauty.  But  the 
flush  of  excitement  had  passed  away,  and  her 
cheek  was  pale,  though  her  eye  shone  even 
brighter  with  the  light  of  stern  determination; 
and  none  who  could  have  gazed  on  its  expression 
as  she  laid  her  head  on  the  soft  pillows  of  her 
silken  couch,  could  have  traced  the  memory  of 
those  early  days,  when  the  Vaudois  maiden, 
having  breathed  her  short  but  fervent  prayer  to 
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her  Father  above,  laid  down  to  sleep,  the  rose  of 
health  on  her  cheek,  and  on  her  countenance  the 
peaceful  expression  of  a  heart  at  rest,  unconscious 
of  passion  or  remorse. 

Instead  of  the  pale  moonbeam,  -which  alone 
lighted  the  chamber  of  youthful  repose,  a  golden 
lamp  shed  its  perfumed  rays  through  the  richly 
tapestried  apartment ;  the  smooth  surface  of  the 
polished  floor  glistened,  save  where  beneath  the 
gilded  toilet  a  small  carpet  of  velvet,  gaily  em- 
broidered with  the  variegated  colours  of  a  thou- 
sand flowers,  contrasted  with  its  sombre  hues. 
The  table  glittered  with  the  baubles  it  supported ; 
Buhl  cases,  containing  costly  aromatic  essences, 
richly  cut  carafies  filled  with  delicious  perfumes, 
the  sparkling  jewels,  which  had  adorned  their 
more  brilliant  mistress,  the  polished  mirror  in  its 
shining  frame,  displayed  the  taste  and  riches  of 
their  possessor,  who  lay  with  unclosed  eye  and 
restless  motion  denoting  the  lack  of  peace  within. 
Nor  was  it  till  the  light  of  morn  pierced  its  way 
through  the  muslin  curtains  which  shrouded  her 
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couch,  that  nature's  exhaustion  triumphed  over 
mental  excitement,  and  Anima  was  at  rest. 

Although  plunged  in  dissipation,  and  foremost 
in  threading  its  glittering  mazes,  the  judgment  of 
the  young  Marchioness  alone  was  misled ;  her 
heart  remained  uninjured,  and  perhaps  preserved 
by  the  influence  of  early  education ;  she  had  only 
yielded  in  outward  show  to  the  habits  of  levity 
which  surrounded  her,  refraining  from  many  an 
evil,  which  though  custom  excused,  her  conscience 
reprobated.  Scrupulously  faithful  to  her  mar- 
riage vows,  she  had  never  suffered  the  crowd  of 
admirers  who  surrounded  her  to  overstep  the 
boundary  she  bad  assigned  them;  and  if  any 
strange  observer,  who  marked  her  preoccupied 
expression  might  ascribe  it  to  some  unhallowed 
cause,  he  was  mistaken.  It  was  not  that, 
which  made  her  eye  so  often  downcast,  her 
cheek  so  often  pale.  Her  husband,  indeed,  sus- 
pected it,  and  unable  to  fix  his  suspicions  of  the 
cause  on  any  inhabitant  of  Turin,  would  some- 
times wander  back  into  distant  days,  into  whose 
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nistory  he  had  no  right  to  pry;  and  to  a  certain 
degree  he  was  right ;  it  was  the  shadow  of  the 
past  that  flung  its  gloom  over  the  present,  but 
shadow  like,  it  passed  away,  and  its  influence 
though  solemn,  was  dim  and  uncertain. 

But  Turin  and  its  gaieties  were  distasteful  to 
him  ;  he  was  weary  of  its  festivities,  and  annoyed 
at  its  levities,  and  accustomed  to  the  enterprise  of 
military  occupation,  he  chafed  at  the  inactivity 
of  a  life  of  peace,  when  stirring  incidents  were 
acting  on  the  world's  great  theatre.  The  principal 
subject  of  interest  at  the  court  at  that  moment, 
was  the  unexpected  success  of  Arnaud's  handful 
of  men,  the  incomprehensible  failure  of  the  armies 
which  they  had  sent  out  without  a  fear  of  their 
object  being  frustrated. 

When  the  despatches  arrived  confirming  the 
report  of  the  almost  miraculous  defeat  at  Salaber- 
traun,  and  giving  information  of  fresh  disasters 
among  the  Savoyards,  a  sudden  consternation  was 
felt,  and  the  Marquis  de  Pianezza  contemptuously 
exclaimed,  "  The  Barbets  again!  give  me  but  a 
troop  of  my  own  regiment  and  a  handful  of  pow- 
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dcr,  and  I  will  sweep  their  name  and  every  trace 
of  their  existence  from  these  holes  in  the  rocks 
wliich  they  cling  to  like  marmots." 

Though  this  proposition  was  hastily  made,  it 
was  no  less  agreeable  to  Victor  Amadeus  than 
voluntary  on  the  part  of  Pianezza,  whose  military 
renown  had  exceeded  the  promise  of  his  age,  and 
preparations  were  immediately  commenced  by 
him  to  assume  the  command  of  the  army  destined 
to  fill  the  valleys  of  Piedmont,  and  exterminate 
the  troublesome  peasants  who  dared  to  defend 
their  rights. 

Concomitant  circumstances  rendered  the  mis- 
sion one  of  facility  to  the  Marquis,  in  consequence 
of  his  possessing  certain  hereditary  estates  in  the 
valleys,  to  which  were  annexed  a  dilapidated  but 
still  habitable  castle.  In  this  residence  he  deter- 
mined for  a  time  to  establish  his  family,  and  his 
own  post  of  observation.  To  convey  sufficient 
furniture  for  necessary  accommodation,  and  renew 
that  wliich  long  disuse  had  rendered  unavailable 
was  easy ;  a  much  more  difficult  task  he  anticipated 
in  the  endeavour  to  procure  his  bride's  consent. 
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The  exchange  he  had  to  propose  was  from  the 
bosom  of  delight  and  luxuries,  to  the  dark  solitude 
of  an  uninhabited  and  gloomy  domain,  where 
none  of  all  those  who  now  thronged  around  her 
would  be  near  to  charm  with  the  voice  of  flattery, 
or  cheer  with  the  smile  of  sympathy ;  and  yet  the 
desire  to  withdraw  her  from  the  allurements  of 
Turin  had  been  one  incentive  to  the  determina- 
tion, which  he  announced  with  the  implied  ex- 
pectation of  her  immediate  compliance. 

The  bitterness  of  the  trial  to  her  was  increased 
by  its  being  her  own  country,  the  land  of  her 
birth,  where  she  was  now  ordered  to  repair,  and, 
in  the  character  of  a  foe.  Compared  to  this,  her 
regret  at  leaving  Turin,  its  genial  climate,  its 
lovely  scenery  and  courts  of  enchantments  sunk 
into  comparative  insignificance.  Her  meditations 
admitted  not  even  the  sombre  residence  which 
awaited  her,  or  the  harshness  of  the  companion 
who  was  to  share  it,  but  centred  on  that  darkest 
side  of  the  picture,  herself  entering  Angrogna 
the  wedded  wife  of  him  who  came  to  spread 
devastation,  in  the  scenes  which  had  witnessed  her 


66  THE  PASTOR  CHIEF ;  OR, 

earliest  years,  and  to  slied  tlie  blood  of  those  who 
had  nurtured  her  helpless  age. 

"  Pianezza !"  she  exclaimed  as  she  listened  to 
his  declaration,  "  hear  me,  by  the  love  you  once 
bore  me,  by  the  generosity  of  your  own  heart,  I 
implore  you,  take  me  not  to  Del  Tor.  Leave  me 
with  my  aunt,  or  in  some  convent  where  the 
closet  seclusion  will  shelter  me  till  you  return  ; 
but  take  me  not  to  that  dark  and  dismal  abode, 
the  region  of  massacre  and  despair !"  She  clasped 
her  hands,  and  raised  those  eyes,  whose  mute  elo- 
quence had  so  often  been  successful  in  their  per- 
suasion; but  he  gazed  not  at  them,  nor  listened 
when  she  spoke.  He  even  turned  from  her,  when  at 
length  she  knelt  in  passionate  entreaty,  for  he  saw 
in  her  anxiety,  only  the  confirmation  of  his  ground- 
less suspicions  of  all  he  desired  to  avert  and  to 
punish ;  saw  only  regret  at  leaving  Turin,  and 
with  the  coldness  and  hopeless  accent  of  irre- 
vocable decision,  he  bade  her  rise  and  prepare  to 
follow  him  with  a  wife's  submission  to  his  will. 

"  In  three  days,"  he  added,  "  I  depart,  and  if, 
madame,  you  wish  to  retain  my  title  and  name  be 
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ready  to  accompany  me."  And  with  these  words 
the  Marquis  left  the  apartment  with  every  unjust 
and  angry  feeling  confirmed  towards  the  wretched 
Anima. 

For  some  moments  she  remained  stupified  and 
sad,  in  the  same  spot  where  he  had  left  her,  and 
then  she  turned  to  seek  the  reviving  air  that 
swept  over  the  balcony.  From  its  marble  pave- 
ment, she  could  see  the  broad  reach  of  the  river 
Po  reflecting  the  deep  azure  tints  of  the  Italian 
sky;  beyond  it  in  majestic  height  the  peak  of 
Monte  Viso,  which  rising  as  the  barrier  of  her 
native  valleys,  had,  often  reminded  her  of  them, 
but  now  to  her  agitated  fancy,  it  seemed  like  a 
guardian  spirit,  warning  her  from  the  hallowed 
spot.  She  marked  not  the  blue  and  glittering 
waters,  she  heard  not  the  soft  sounds  that  floated 
on  the  breeze.  Her  thoughts  were  far  from  thence ; 
the  visions  of  other  days  were  before  her,  the 
dark  turrets  of  La  Tour,  her  childish  dread  of 
their  gloomy  aspect,  the  tales  of  horror  which 
peopled  its  enclosure,  and  with  a  sickly  shudder 
Anima  exclaimed  as  she  clasped  her  hands  before 
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her  eyes,  "There  is  death  in  the  valley  of  Del 
Tor,  and  I  dare  not  look  for  divine  protection 
amid  its  sombre  shadows !" 

Those  three  days  elapsed,  and  all  was  ready. 
The  travelling-coach  with  its  ponderous  accoutre- 
ments and  pompous  attendants,  waited  to  convey 
the  fair  Marchioness  from  the  scene  of  all  her 
festivity,  and  martial  preparations  indicated  the 
dangers  which  were  anticipated  in  the  road 
through  which  she  was  to  pass. 

Many  waited  to  see  the  departure,  but  Anima 
had  concealed  herself  in  a  corner  of  the  cumbrous 
vehicle,  and  had  let  down  its  lea  them  curtains  to 
exclude  a  scene  she  could  not  trust  herself  to  gaze 
on,  and  alone  with  the  faithful  Victorine,  gave 
vent  in  tears  to  that  dread  of  the  future  which 
appeared  more  like  regret  for  what  she  was 
leaving. 

Splendidly  accoutred,  and  with  an  eye  which 
no  movement  or  equipment  escaped,  the  young 
leader  from  whom  fresh  deeds  of  prowess  were 
expected  in  the  new  expedition,  galloped  to  the 
front  to  head  the  troops  which  were  to  accompany 
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him ;  but  there  was  a  gaze  of  disapprobation  and 
a  murmur  among  the  crowd,  who  pitied  the 
young  bride,  whom  he  was  carrying  off  against 
her  inclination,  to  the  dark — dungeon  of  his 
ancestral  castle  in  a  land  unknown  to  them,  and 
amongst  a  race  they  deemed  barbarian. 

The  procession  passed,  the  helmets  of  the 
dragoons  and  bayonets  of  the  infantry  glittered 
for  a  while  and  were  no  more  seen,  the  trumpets 
sounded,  but  were  soon  drowned  in  the  distance, 
and  even  thus  passed  away  in  the  memory  of  the 
gay  inhabitants  of  Turin,  the  Marquis  of  Pianezza 
and  his  beautiful  bride. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE  Vaudois  had  advanced  steadily  undis- 
mayed by  the  armies  both  of  France  and  Savoy, 
which  sought  to  oppose  their  progress.  It  is  true 
that  estimating  the  probability  of  success  by  num- 
bers, these  powers  had  regarded  them  as  an  in- 
significant foe,  and  had  therefore  intrusted,  to 
commanders  of  less  brilliant  renown  and  troops 
of  less  tried  ability,  the  task  of  destroying  the 
remnant  of  a  race  whom  they  had  already  de- 
prived by  persecution  of  the  means  of  self-de- 
fence. Still,  even  viewing  their  mutual  position 
in  the  most  impartial  light,  the  armies  brought 
into  the  field  against  the  Vaudois  would  have 
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been  more  than  sufficient  in  any  ordinary  contest 
to  annihilate  their  band,  and  drive  them  from  the 
fastnesses  they  still  possessed.  Perfect  reliance  on 
their  leader,  unanimity  of  interest,  and  more  than 
all,  their  enthusiastic  faith  in  Providential  guidance, 
lent  a  courage  in  the  hour  of  danger,  a  coolness 
in  preparing  for  it  which  more  than  counter- 
balanced the  strength  of  their  opponents,  who 
astonished  at  the  repeated  victories,  and  dismayed 
at  the  bold  measures  and  valorous  exertions  of  the 
Vaudois,  attributed  them,  as  has  been  already 
observed,  to  the  agency  of  the  prince  of  dark- 
ness, and  panic,  struck  laid  down  their  arms,  de- 
claring they  would  willingly  fight  with  Christians 
and  men,  but  never  against  heretics  and  devils. 

The  resistance  therefore  had  been  slight,  which 
Arnaud  and  his  companions  met  with,  as  they 
descended  the  Val  di  Pragela ;  and  crossing  the 
Clusone,  passed  the  Col  du  Pis  and  Damian. 
Some  skirmishes  took  place,  the  favourable  issue 
of  which  strengthened  their  courage,  and  they 
prepared  to  enter  their  well-beloved  Val  St. 
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Martin  with  all   the   feelings  of  hope  and  tri- 
umph— "  the  brave  man's  best  reward." 

There  was  indeed  one  dark  and  blood-stained 
spot  in  the  annals  of  their  scanty  but  devoted 
band,  which  humanity  might  lead  us  to  suppress, 
but  truth  compels  the  historian  to  record.  Their 
position,  had  rendered  it  necessary  that  every  pri- 
soner they  made  should  be  put  to  death,  and  this 
had  been  complied  with  in  every  instance  where 
the  Vaudois  had  been  victorious,  for  to  encumber 
themselves  with  a  train  of  captives  in  denies  where 
the  attention  of  each  was  needed  for  his  own 
safety  was  impossible,  and  to  give  liberty  to  foes 
possessed  of  the  real  secret  of  their  route,  would 
have  been  hazardous  in  the  extreme,  and  there 
was  therefore  no  medium  between  a  weak  and 
dangerous  mercy,  and  the  harsli  measures  which 
self-preservation  dictated.  Repeatedly,  therefore,  in 
their  hurried  march,  they  had  beenforced  to  exe- 
cute without  delay  the  sentence  of  condemnation, 
which  Arnaud  found  himself  obliged  to  order 
however  painful  might  be  the  cost.  Sometimes 
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indeed  when  thus  obliged  to  imbrue  his  hands  in 
blood,  and  deface  his  Maker's  image,  a  thrill  of 
remorse  pierced  his  heart,  and  made  him  feel  that 
death  would  have  been  preferable  to  such  an  effort, 
and  almost  wish  the  enterprise  unattempted.  His 
daughter  and  a  few  more,  did  indeed  interpose  in 
favour  of  the  unhappy  victims,  but  consideration 
for  the  general  good  overruled  their  petitions ;  and 
they  had  reason  afterwards  to  know  that  their 
decision  had  been  wise,  for  in  the  only  instance 
in  which  mercy  had  been  extended,  treachery 
followed,  and  wellnigh  betrayed  them  into  the 
hands  of  the  foe. 

The  weighty  care  of  the  safety  of  his  little  flock, 
the  constant  foresight  it  required  to  pro  vide  against 
the  motions  of  the  adverse  party,  occupied  the 
thoughts  of  Arnaud  so  entirely,  as  to  withdraw 
his  attention  from  every  other  object,  even  from 
his  child;  and  though  the  worn-out  expression 
and  paleness  of  her  countenance  would  sometimes 
attract  his  attention  he  had  no  time  to  dwell  on 
these  painful  evidences  of  inward  suffering,  which 
he  attributed  to  the  failure  of  the  physical  strength 
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lie  had  long  deemed  inadequate  to  tlie  exertions 
slie  had  voluntarily  undertaken.  But  other  causes 
existed  for  Marie's  wan  and  faded  looks,  though 
carefully  locked  in  her  own  bosom. 

"  She  mourns  for  her  murdered  lover;"  her 
companions  whispered  to  each  other,  whenever 
they  saw  the  silent  tears  coursing  down  her  cheek ; 
and  Marie  denied  not  the  cause  they  ascribed  for 
her  regret. 

The  tenderness  of  her  woman's  nature  had  been 
entirely  awakened  by  De  Grafenried's  premature 
death,  and  the  consciousness  that  his  unrequited 
attachment  for  her  had  been  the  means  of  depriv- 
ing him  of  existence,  in  the  full  bloom  of  its 
vigour,  gave  a  poignancy  to  her  regret,  the  bitter- 
ness of  which  none  guessed ;  and  her  sufferings  were 
but  too  often  increased  by  the  offered  sympathy 
of  those,  who,  ascribing  her  dejection  to  a  single- 
hearted  and  widowed  affection,  unconsciously 
poured  the  venom  of  ..reproach  into  the  wounds 
they  sought  to  heal.  Of  these,  perhaps,  the 
severest  tormentor  was  Durand;  the  disappoint- 
ment of  her  affections  seemed  to  him  to  have 
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created  a  fresh  sympathy  between  them ;  he  be- 
lieved that  she  who  mourned  so  sincerely  and 
deeply  for  the  being  whom  death  had  divided 
from  her,  must  be  able  to  understand  the 
affection  which,  however  dormant  and  dissimilar 
from  hers,  still  existed  in  his  own  breast;  and 
often,  when  a  day  of  less  peril  enabled  him  to 
leave  the  post  of  danger,  he  would  linger  by  her 
side  to  speak  words  of  hope  and  resignation,  and 
lead  her  to  look  beyond  this  vale  of  tears,  to  the 
blessed  region  where  those  who  have  loved  on 
earth  may  meet  again  in  a  more  happy  and  puri- 
fied state ;  and  these  words  were  soothing,  though 
inappropriate  to  the  real  condition  of  her  heart. 

Still,  as  habit  familiarized  her  to  the  conscious- 
ness that  she  was  irrevocably  severed  from  the  links 
which  had  united  her  to  De  Grafenried,  she  be- 
gan once  more  to  recognise  the  chains  which  had 
alone  bound  her  heart ;  and  hope,  treacherous  and 
premature  in  its  promises,  whispered  to  her  fancy 
that  a  tenderer  sentiment  than  that  of  pity  might 
lead  her  friend  so  often  to  her  side.  But  she  was 
wrong  ;  when  Durand's  eyes  glistened  as  he  men- 
E  2 
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tioned  her  bereavement,  and  his  tongue  faltered  as 
he  preached  patience,  it  was  compassion  for  his 
own  lost  hopes  rather  than  hers,  which  lent  such 
softness  to  his  tones,  such  tender  participation  in 
her  regrets;  but  she  was  not  long  to  enjoy  the 
illusion. 

They  were  alone,  and  once  more,  though  not 
in  their  own  native  valley,  yet  in  the  land  that 
gave  them  birth;  every  feature  of  its  distant  pro- 
spects spoke  of  the  cherished  scenes  of  early  child- 
hood, and  a  happier  kter  age  when  all  those  feel- 
ings were  ripening  into  bloom  of  which  the  thorns 
alone  now  remained.  It  was  night :  their  com- 
rades had  sunk  to  sleep  secure  in  the  ramparts 
with  which  nature  alone  protected  their  repose ; 
the  features  of  that  mountainous  land  were  bold 
and  rugged,  but  the  bright  moon  with  her  placid 
rays  softened  the  harsh  outline  of  the  rocky  en- 
closure, and  like  the  Almighty's  smile  of  love, 
spoke  peace  to  the  heart  of  man.  There  they  lay, 
pillowed  on  the  base  of  the  dark  pines,  locked  in 
fearless  slumber  although  encompassed  by  dan- 
ger, their  carabines  ready  loaded  by  their  sides, 
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their  scanty  stock  of  ammunition  prepared  for  the 
sudden  despatch  of  any  moment's  order  of  march. 
The  expression  on  most  of  their  faces  was  that  of 
great  exhaustion,  while  its  fixed  decision,  was  that 
of  a  firm  not  reckless  bravery.  Some  watched,  to 
wake  the  others  in  case  of  any  sudden  surprise, 
and  all  agreed  in  dividing  alike  the  hours  of  rest  as 
they  did  those  of  danger.  Apart  from  the  others 
lay  the  pastor,  the  flitting  moonbeam  as  it  passed 
across  his  features  revealed  many  a  fresh  furrow 
on  the  now  tranquil  countenance,  and  showed,  as 
it  mingled  with  the  silver  tresses  of  his  hair,  what 
rapid  inroads  care  and  anxiety  had  made  on  his 
venerable  form.  His  daughter  was  beside  him, 
but  she  did  not  sleep :  her  eyes  bent  on  her  father's 
face  had  turned  from  the  bible  which  rested  on 
her  knees,  and  their  intense  expression  showed 
that  her  thoughts  had  wandered  from  its  sooth- 
ing influence  to  scenes  of  more  earthly  interest. 
Her  attention  was  so  entirely  engrossed  that  she 
did  not  perceive  some  approaching  footsteps,  till 
she  heard  the  voice  of  Durand  asking  her  to  share, 
as  she  seemed  so  sleepless,  his  hours  of  watch. 
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Without  hesitation  she  rose,  and  wrapping  her 
mantle  round  her,  wandered  forth  as  in  their  early 
days,  when,  anxiety  and  care  unknown,  they  wooed 
the  stillness  of  night,  and  free  from  fear,  loved  its 
solemn  twilight,  when  no  passion  disturbed  their 
young  breasts,  and  Anima  also  shared  the 
moonlight  walk.  Together  now  they  trod  the 
rocky  path,  and  for  a  moment  the  peculiar  beauty 
of  the  surrounding  scenery  claimed  their  attention; 
but  they  traced  in  it  a  similarity,  not  unmarked 
by  either,  to  a  favourite  haunt  in  their  own  Val 
d'Angrogna. 

They  paused,  above  them  was  the  unclouded 
canopy  of  Heaven,  resplendent  with  a  thousand 
stars,  and  afar,  the  murmuring  of  a  distant  stream, 
trembling  with  the  mournful  music  of  the  sweep- 
ing breeze. 

"  It  is,"  said  Marie,  "  like  the  voice  of  memory 
speaking  of  those  far  away,  breathing  in  fainter 
tones  the  melody  of  voices  which  were  once 
music  to  our  hearts ;  of  scenes  whose  impression 
•will  never  be  effaced,  and  departed  hours  whose 
shadow  though  gloomy  is  still  dear." 
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"  And  whose  influence  here,  dearest  Marie," 
rejoined  he,  "  is  heightened  to  us  by  resemblance 
to  scenes  dearer  and  better  known." 

Silence  ensued,  for  the  feelings  this  observation 
awoke  could  not  be  imbodied  in  words.  Sacred 
to  the  past,  the  shadows  they  invoked  were  too 
ethereal  to  bear  the  analysis  of  definition,  and 
their  influence  acted  differently  on  each  heart. 
Though  sweet,  the  chord  they  struck  in  Durand's 
bosom  was  of  that  mournful  kind  whose  sound  is 
all  of  hopelessness;  it  told  of  days  never  to  return 
again,  and  wishes  frustrated  by  a  barrier  stronger 
than  that  of  death.  But  with  Marie,  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  past  was  bound  with  future  though 
undefined  hopes,  and  the  smile  which  lighted  her 
countenance  as  imagination  restored  her  to  her 
early  haunts,  was  far  different  to  the  dejection 
portrayed  in  her  companion's  face. 

"  They  are  gone !  they  are  fled !"  at  length 
whispered  Durand,  "  that  made  those  valleys 
so  dear;  and  though  we  shall  regain  the  hearths 
consecrated  by  our  ancestors'  constancy,  the 
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spirits  which  lighted  them  with  the  rays  of  life 
and  love  will  meet  us  there  no  more. 

"Marie,"  headded,  with  sudden  energy,  "  grief 
for  the  dead  is  a  heavy  sorrow,  but  regret  for  the 
living  is  a  heavier  one — the  living  who  are  worse 
than  dead  to  us  I" 

She  started  ;  but  she  did  not  withdraw  the 
hand  he  had  grasped  in  his,  and  he  continued — 
"  Yes !  Marie,  to  you  who  have  been  as  a  sister 
to  me,  whose  pure  and  innocent  heart  has  known 
but  one  affection — and  that  as  deep,  perhaps,  as 
what  I  myself  have  felt — and  has  resigned  its 
cherished  object  to  Him  who  lent  it;  to  you  I 
may  impart  all  the  weakness  of  a  breast  whose 
secrets  have  rarely  been  veiled  from  you.  Marie, 
•we  are  on  the  borders  of  Angrogna,  that  spot 
hallowed  by  so  many  tender  recollections;  and 
the  bursting  heart  must  have  sympathy  to  enable 
it  to  bear  up  against  the  tide  of  emotions  that 
bears  on  its  stream  the  memory  of  hopes  for  ever 
crushed.  This  narrow  path,  that  rushing  brook, 
does  it  not  speak  of  a  scene  once  so  dear  to  us 
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both,  and  shared  too  with  one  now  gone,  lost  for 
ever  and  for  ever !  Does  it  not  speak  of  cherished 
hopes  now  scattered,  and  which  cannot  be  for- 
gotten !" 

A  sob,  quick  and  convulsive,  was  all  the  an- 
swer he  received,  and  Durand  continued — 

"  You  may  call  me  weak — you  may  think  me 
wicked — for  alluding  to  a  passion  she  has  ren- 
dered criminal;  but  if  so,  you  know  not  its  nature. 
An  affection,  real  and  deeply  rooted,  yields  to 
no  outward  circumstances;  its  character  may  be 
changed,  or  it  may  be  repressed  by  reason,  till 
the  surface  which  covers  its  under  current,  is 
smooth  and  undisturbed ;  but  still  it  exists,  and 
the  more  lastingly  because  it  is  purified  from 
all  selfish  desires.  Marie,  I  know  she  can 
never  now  be  mine;  that  never  again  I  shall  be- 
hold the  lovely  form  that  first  attracted  my  affec- 
tion— nor  do  I  wish  it; -but  the  better,  the  im- 
mortal part  I  still  may  think  of,  remember  in 
my  prayers,  and  thus  cherish  even  as  you  do,  the 
memory  of  what  was  once  so  dear !" 
E  3 
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Marie  did  not  answer,  and  her  companion  pur- 
sued the  theme  so  near  liis  heart.  He  felt  it  a 
relief  to  his  overcharged  thoughts ;  for  when  once 
the  ice  is  broken  that  shrouded  feelings  we  shrunk 
from  imbodying  in  words,  the  pent-up  stream 
rushes  from  its  boundary  with  impetuous  im- 
pulse, though  afterwards  it  may  slacken  in  its 
onward  course  till  gladness  and  tranquillity  ap- 
pear in  the  peaceful  tide ;  and  thus  it  was  with 
Durand's  expressions  of  regret — dark,  troubled 
at  first,  they  softened  into  gentler  accents  of 
patient  resignation,  and  the  luxury  of  giving 
so  mild  a  course  to  feelings  which  long  had  agi- 
tated his  inward  soul,  made  him  quite  unob- 
servant of  their  effect  on  his  auditor. 

The  veil,  meanwhile,  had  fallen  from  her  eyes, 
not  only  to  expose  the  real  state  of  her  friend's 
heart,  but  also  that  of  her  own,  over  which '  she 
had  drawn  an  illusive  colouring  ;  and,  in  the 
agony  of  hearing  his  affections  were  still  un- 
changed, she  detected  how  entirely  her  own  had 
been  offered  up.  It  seemed  to  her  the  discovery 
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of  a  frightful  and  yawning  precipice  at  her  feet, 
and  she  stood  gazing  at  its  depth  till  every 
faculty  was  stunned. 

At  length  the  voice  of  one  of  their  comrades, 
declaring  the  watch  was  at  an  end,  interrupted 
Durand,  and  then  he  turned  to  her,  felt  the 
clammy  chilliness  of  the  hand  he  held  in  his, 
and  exclaiming,  "  Marie !  you  are  worn  out,  ex- 
hausted by  want  of  rest  !"  led  her,  still  silent 
and  passive,  to  the  spot  where  he  had  found 
her  watching,  at  her  father's  side. 

The  morning  broke,  the  halt  was  over,  and 
the  Vaudois  once  more  on  the  march  ;  and  but 
that  the  pastor's  daughter  was  paler  than  ever, 
none  discovered  a  sign  of  the  changes  which  that 
eventful  night  had  wrought  within.  She  was  not 
accustomed  to  seek  relief  in  the  expression  of  what 
she  felt;  her  peculiar  situation  had  imparted  the 
habit  of  repressing  emotion;  and  therefore,  after 
the  hours  of  silence  and  solitude  had  given  her 
an  opportunity  of  calming  the  agitation  her  con- 
versation with  Durand  had  excited,  it  was  with 
no  outburst  of  grief  or  violent  reaction  of  senti- 
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ment  that  her  mind  recovered  its  tone.  She 
saw  she  had  deceived  herself — she  blamed  her 
folly,  and  wept  over  it;  but  her  affection  was 
scarcely  diminished  for  one  who  had  justified  her 
esteem  by  the  very  proofs  of  constancy  and  un- 
changcablcness  which  had  pained  her  so  much; 
and  from  amid  the  wreck  of  her  own  hopes,  she 
could  yet  gaze  upon  and  grieve  at  the  spectacle 
of  his.  One  comfort  remained,  which  woman's 
heart  can  alone  appreciate ;  it  was,  that  her  secret 
was  yet  her  own,  and  secured  to  her  a  privilege, 
which  she  felt  she  had  fortitude  enough  to  enjoy, 
that  of  soothing  his  sorrows  by  listening  to  their 
tale,  and  shrouding  from  his  knowledge  facts  which 
must  have  dimmed  the  radiance  with  which  he 
invested  the  object  of  his  regrets. 

Meanwhile,  the  march  continued;  the  Colline 
had  been  passed,  and  rumours  of  increased  op- 
posing forces  awoke  the  anxiety  of  the  Vaudois. 
They  were  no  longer  threading  a  path  of  rocks, 
and  hanging  woods,  where  the  knowledge  of 
concealed  paths  gave  them  an  immeasurable  ad- 
vantage over  their  enemies;  but  on  the  edge  of 
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a  hill,  in  open  plains,  they  were  alike  exposed 
to  observation  ^  and  dependant  on  a  resolution 
which,  however  brave,  was  less  promising  of 
success  than  a  system  of  stratagem.  Nevertheless 
they  had  nobly  won  the  day  in  many  a  skirmish, 
and  twice  had  they  forced  troops,  double  their  num- 
ber, to  lay  down  their  arms  and  fly  before  them. 
Still,  though  thankful  and  astonished  at  their  suc- 
cess, fears  for  the  future  disturbed  their  rejoicing; 
their  ammunition  was  failing,  and  each  succeed- 
ing day  might  reveal  to  the  enemy  the  real  scan- 
tiness of  the  band  whose  power  they  had  greatly 
over  estimated.  They  knew,  also,  that  detached 
parties  of  Savoyards  watched  for  them  in  every 
place  of  concealment;  and  should  they  fall  on 
their  rear,  a  systematic  attack  might  destroy  them 
entirely.  To  keep  watch  on  every  side,  yet  pro- 
ceed steadily,  prepared  for  dangers  in  front,  was 
almost  impossible ;  and,  after  many  doubts  they 
determined  to  divide.  One  body,  under  Durand, 
was  to  pass  the  Col  de  Julien,  and  the  other,  with 
Arnaud,  to  seek  a  road  by  Rodoret,  where  it 
would  be  easier  for  a  smaller  body  to  obtain  the 
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supplies  they  so  much  needed.  It  was  a  ha- 
zardous and  painful  scheme.  Companions  as 
they  had  been  in  danger,  death  only  should  have 
divided  them,  but  Amaud  wished  it,  and  his 
opinion  was  law  amongst  them.  They  assembled 
at  Guitaut,  where  was  a  church,  originally  used 
for  their  own  simple  worship,  now  desecrated  in 
« -ye?  by  the  symbols  of  popery. 

At  their  approau  those  who  were  appointed  to 
guard  the  hamlet  _fled,  and  with  an  intolerance, 
too  characteristic  of  human  nature,  the  conquerors 
burnt  every  evidence  of  a  strange  service,  and  then 
their  pastor,  once  again  mounting  a  Vaudois  pulpit, 
addressed  his  flock.  It  would  have  been  affect- 
ing to  behold  those  rugged  mountaineers,  whose 
courage  blanched  not  in  danger,  whose  firmness 
failed  not  in  death,  melted  even  to  tears  at  the 
sight  of  their  own  land;  and  it  was  with  voices 
faltering  with  deep  emotion  that  they  joined  in 
Arnaud's  concluding  tribute  of  thanksgiving. 

So  soon  as  the  service  was  ended,  the  pastor 
proceeded  to  detail  the  dangers  which  were  now 
accumukted  upon  them,  and  the  plans  he  had 
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made  for  their  safety.  No  dissentient  voice  pre- 
sumed to  object,  and  all  joined  in  the  renewed 
oath  of  fidelity  in  danger,  unanimity  even  till 
death,  which  he  administered  ere  they  parted, 
for  they  felt  how  serious  were  the  rumours  he  had 
alluded  to — how  probable  the  approach  of  some 
fearful  struggle;  and  some  shuddered  when,  in 
addition  to  what  he  had  already  disclosed,  Arnaud 
said  he  had  received  information  that  the  Mar- 
quis of  Pianezza  had  arrived  at  Perrier  with  a 
well-disciplined  troop,  sent  forth  for  their  exter- 
mination, i 


88  .     THE  PASTOR  CHIEF;  OR, 

•' 


CHAPTER  VL 

ARNAUD  had  selected  for  his  route  the  one 
most  fraught  with  natural  difficulties,  and  there- 
fore requiring  that  intimate  knowledge  of  the 
locality  with  which  his  long  residence  in  the 
neighbouring  valley,  and  his  frequent  journeys 
while  fulfilling  the  duties  of  his  profession,  had 
familiarized  him;  and  as  in  this  case  stratagem 
might  supersede  the  advantages  of  number,  less 
than  half  the  band  were  to  accompany  him,  while 
the  remainder  under  the  conduct  of  Durand,  were 
to  try  the  dangers  of  the  more  open  plain,  and 
make  head  against  the  foreign  troops  they  were 
sure  to  encounter. 
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They  hoped  this  separation  would  be  but  for  a 
few  days,  and  that  they  might  re-enter  together, 
the  land  of  promise  between  which  and  their  pre- 
sent position  so  many  perils  intervened. 

The  state  of  destitution,  from  want  of  food  and 
clothing,  to  which  they  were  reduced,  rendered 
success  in  every  skirmish  with  straggling  foragers 
of  the  adverse  party,  absolutely  necessary  for  the 
preservation  of  their  existence.  It  was  on  these 
chances  that  they  depended  for  subsistence;  for 
the  inhabitants  of  the  valleys,  alarmed  at  the  con- 
sequences of  extending  assistance  to  those  who  were 
their  countrymen  by  birth,  and  had  once  been 
their  brethren  in  faith,  and  fearing  even  to  submit 
to  the  exactions  which  the  Vaudois  enforced  by 
threatened  punishment,  fled  at  their  approach, 
and  concealed  every  article  that  might  be  con- 
vertible into  ammunition  of  any  kind;  thus  render- 
ing the  passage  of  a  number  which  only  amounted 
to  three  hundred,  almost  impossible.  By  separating 
themselves  these  evils,  which  together  they  could 
not  overcome,  might  be  diminished,  and  Arnaud 
felt  it  to  be  the  most  expedient  measure,  though 


90  THE  PASTOR  CHIEF ;  OR, 

he  would  not  adopt  it  without  considerations  of  a 
most  harassing  nature ;  perhaps  the  most  painful 
of  these  regarded  his  daughter,  for  whom  he 
dreaded  the  danger  of  either  route,  and  would 
fain  have  chosen  the  easiest.  For  himself  he  had 
not  hesitated,  though  his  selection  involved  the 
the  greater  risk. 

To  the  few  who  have  explored  the  perils  of  that 
wild  region,  where  the  fury  of  the  elements  exceeds 
in  its  devastation  all  that  the  hand  of  man  can  inflict, 
and  each  uncertain  step  borders  on  precipices  whose 
dark  abyss  threatens  destruction ;  where  the  sud- 
den avalanche  trembles  but  for  a  moment  on  its 
inadequate  base,  and  then  rushes  headlong  with 
impetuous  violence  to  annihilate  every  obstacle  in 
its  course,  and  no  signs  of  vegetation  cheer  the 
adventurer  who  would  penetrate  the  district 
where  rugged  peaks  of  immeasurable  mountains, 
shrouded  in  a  dazzling  mantle  of  eternal  snow, 
pierce  the  glorious  canopy  above,  it  will  not 
seem  strange  that  the  pastor  should  fear  to  ex- 
pose his  daughter  to  such  perils,  and  yet  the 
only  alternative  which  remained,  though  different 
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•was  equally  dangerous;  this  was,  to  leave  her 
with  the  larger  part  of  the  troop,  under  the  care 
of  Durand,  who,  he  believed,  would  protect  her 
with  an  interest  almost  equal  to  his  own,  and  a 
power  beyond  that  of  his  enfeebled  age. 

This  was  not  a  moment  for  trifling  considera- 
tions of  imaginary  objections,  nor  were  they 
likely  to  arise  in  minds  so  pure  and  simple  in 
their  habits  as  the  Vaudois;  and  therefore  the 
only  anxiety  was,  as  to  which  was  the  safest 
course  to  adopt.  On  the  one  hand  were  the 
certain  horrors  of  natural  dangers,  such  as  even 
the  strength  of  man  shrunk  from  encountering ; 
on  the  other,  the  doubtful  issue  of  expected 
engagements,  which,  should  they  terminate  in 
defeat,  would  entail  a  foreign  and  unlimited  cap- 
tivity, and  the  dread  of  yet  greater  evils.  But 
these  were  distant  and  uncertain  contingencies 
compared  to  those  of  the  untrodden  path.  He  con- 
sulted Durand,  who,  with  the  boldness  of  a  heart 
which  feels  itself  to  be  more  than  sufficient  for 
the  protection  of  what  it  loves,  advocated  Marie's 
being  left  with  him,  promising  a  care  on  which 
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Arnaud  knew  he  might  rely,  and  giving  an  assur- 
ance that  he  would  see  his  daughter  perish  rather 
than  leave  her  in  the  hands  of  the  foe  in  case  of 
a  defeat,  which  his  sanguine  hopes  forbade  his 
contemplating.  At  the  same  time  he  depicted 
in  vivid  colours  the  difficulties  of  a  route,  where 
death  seemed  inevitable,  to  a  frame  not  calcu- 
lated to  maintain  the  iron  inflexibility  in  which 
lay  its  only  chance  of  safety;  and  where  she 
would  be  attacked,  perhaps,  by  the  cravings  of 
hunger  he  could  not  satisfy,  without  robbing  the 
more  useful  members  of  his  scanty  party  of  a 
support  they  might  grudge  to  see  spent  on  one 
who  demanded  their  care  without  the  power  of 
aiding  them. 

The  last  argument  prevailed ;  for  Arnaud  felt- 
that  to  see  his  daughter  want,  or  to  wring  from 
the  necessity  of  others,  as  dependant,  if  not  as 
dear,  the  support  she  required,  would  be  a  trial 
he  could  not  endure ;  and  with  a  pang,  the  acute- 
ness  of  which  a  parent  alone  can  estimate,  he 
consented  to  part  with  her  in  the  hour  of  danger. 
But  he  miscalculated  his  strength;  and  when  the 
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moment  came  to  announce  his  determination,  his 
fortitude  nearly  gave  way  on  witnessing  the 
intensity  of  her  grief. 

Marie,  had  never  contemplated  the  possibility 
of  parting  from  her  father.  To  divide  their  num- 
ber at  all  was  very  contrary  to  her  own  feelings, 
but  without  uttering  an  opinion,  she  was  pre- 
pared to  follow  her  father's  steps  in  either  route ; 
and  it  did  not  occur  to  her,  who  had  never  left 
his  side  since  the  moment  of  her  mother's  death, 
that  in  the  greatest  peril  he  would  wish  her  to 
part  from  him !  It  was  with  an  astonishment 
amounting  to  unbelief,  that  she  heard  him  say  he 
had  settled  to  leave  her  under  the  care  of  Durand. 
It  seemed  like  severing  the  only  tie  earth  held  for 
her  ;  for,  short  as  might  be  the  boundary  of  that 
separation,  the  risk  attending  the  enterprise 
clothed  it  with  an  uncertainty  which  defied  the 
limits  of  time. 

With  a  depth  of  feeling  which  gave  unusual 
earnestness  to  her  expression,  Marie  threw  herself 
into  the  pastor's  arms,  and  implored  to  be  taken 
with  him. 
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"  Oh  my  father!"  she  cried,  "if  we  part  now, 
who  shall  tell  when  we  meet  again?  There  arc 
dangers,  dark  and  unmeasured  in  your  path.  Alas ! 
I  know  them  too  well;  I,  who  crossed  the  Alpine 
heights  in  a  more  unclement  season,  and  without 
one  beacon  of  hope  to  guide  my  faltering  steps 
but  the  delight  of  being  with  you,  tell  me, 
father,  did  your  daughter's  courage  once  quail  at 
the  crashing  avalanche  or  the  midnight  storm? — 
Did  her  strength  fail,  or  hervoice  murmur,  in  those 
icy  regions,  that  you  should  now  banish  her  from 
your  side,  and  refuse  her  sharing,  as  she  has  been 
wont,  the  hour  of  danger — of  success,  or,  if  it 
should  be  so — of  death?  You  dread  this  en- 
terprise for  me,  you  anticipate  its  fatal  termina- 
tion for  yourself,  and  yet  you  would  refuse  me 
the  greatest  blessing  earth  then  could  hold — the 
remembrance  of  having  received  your  last  breath, 
or  the  privilege  of  sharing  your  destiny.  Oh 
father!"  added  she,  with  a  voice  inarticulate 
with  emotion,  "  if  you  die,  what — oh  what  will 
be  left  to  me — desolate,  friendless,  homeless  as 
I  shall  be!" 
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She  stopped;  and  buried  her  face  in  the  old 
man's  bosom.  The  thick  tresses  of  her  hair,  which 
had  been  suffered  to  grow  in  unchecked  luxuri- 
ance and  which  now  hung  unbound  over  her 
form,  veiled,  but  could  not  conceal,  the  throbs 
of  the  convulsive  anguish  which  disturbed  it. 

Seldom  did  Marie  give  vent  to  her  emotions, 
but  when  the  outburst  came,  it  was  with  a  force 
the  stronger  in  proportion,  as  its  power  was  rarely 
spent ;  and,  now  that  the  current  freely  flowed,  it 
bore  on  its  tide  the  accumulated  burden  of  feel- 
ings long  pent  up,  and  repressed  to  their  inmost 
source. 

Her  father  held  her  in  his  arms,  he  suffered  the 
tears  to  give  relief,  nor  offered  the  vain  conso- 
lation of  words  to  such  grief  as  hers ;  but  she  felt 
that  he  pitied  and  understood  her,  and  hope  rose 
within  her  breast  that  her  prayer  was  granted. 
Long  did  she  weep  in  silence  there ;  long  did  her 
father  support  her  trembling  form,  and,  occupied 
with  her,  heeded  not  the  hurrying  blast  and 
gathering  darkness — preludes  of  a  coming  storm ; 
till  a  few  splashing  drops,  and  the  indistinct, 
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then  rolling  thunder,  broke  above  their  heads. 
They  heard  the  sound ;  and,  with  a  reverence  pecu- 
liar among  a  people  who  had  been  accustomed 
from  infancy  to  witness  every  attribute  of  their 
Creator  with  deep  and  almost  superstitious  awe, 
they  immediately  strove  to  calm  the  tempest  in 
their  own  souls,  as  if  its  evidence  were  an  act  of 
disrespect,  while  the  voice  of  God  was  speaking 
in  the  stupendous  exhibition  of  his  power  around 
them. 

The  sky  had  assumed  that  deep  portentous 
shade  of  purple,  which  once  beheld,  is  rarely  for- 
gotten, the  deep  tones  of  the  thunder  which  were 
at  first  melodious  in  their  grandeur,  now  rattled 
hoarsely  over  the  firmament,  preceded  by  vivid 
flashes  of  lightning. 

The  mountaineers,  familiarized  by  custom  to 
such  things,  now  looked  on  and  trembled ;  but  no 
one  broke  silence  till  its  fury  had  abated,  and 
then  Durand,  who  had  not  witnessed  the  scene 
between  the  pastor  and  his  daughter,  turned  to 
the  former,  saying, 

"  Behold  the  confirmation  of  my  warning  in 
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this  terrific  storm,  fearful  even  in  this  plain,  and 
how  far  more  dreadful  in  those  pathless  forests 
and  crags,  where  each  must  depend  on  his  unen- 
cumbered strength  and  agility  to  escape  dangers 
which  threaten  on  every  side. 

"  Marie,"  he  continued,  seeing,  by  the  expres- 
sion of  her  face,  how  unpalatable  were  his 
words,  "  Marie,  dost  thou  fear  thy  brother  will 
not  guard  thee  and  defend  thee  to  the  last  drop  of 
his  blood  ?"  and  throwing  his  arm  tenderly  around 
her  he  drew  her  towards  him  with  fraternal 
affection. 

Marie  shuddered  as  he  did  so,  and  murmured, 
"  My  father !  oh,  my  father !" 

"  I  will  be  a  father  to  thee,  Marie,"  said  Durand , 
"  tend  thee  as  a  child,  and  restore  thee  uninjured 
to  -his  arms." 

He  still  supported  her  with  a  tenderness  of 
manner  which  satisfied  the  old  man  that  his  trea- 
sure would  be  safe  in  his  keeping,  and  as  he  re- 
called the  arguments  which  had  influenced  his 
decision  he  again  steeled  himself  to  fulfil  it. 

VOL.  II.  F 
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"  My  child,"  said  he,  addressing  her  -with  the 
assumption  of  a  firmness  he  could  not  feel,  "  Du- 
rand  is  right;  it  would  be  weakness  in  me  to 
grant  your  wishes;  unpardonable  to  involve  the 
safety  of  others  for  the  gratification  of  one  in- 
dividual. My  path  must  be  followed  in  secrecy 
and  haste ;  and  he  whose  failing  limbs  refuse  to 
bear  him  on  the  rugged  path,  must  lie  down  un- 
assisted to  die ;  we  must  not  sacrifice  for  the  life 
of  one  the  only  chance  that  remains  for  all.  Our 
fortunes  are  desperate,  our  game  deep,  and  the 
stake,  our  liberty  and  our  faith.  No  one  who  is 
unequal  to  the  struggle  has  a  right  to  impose  on 
his  companions  the  pain  of  seeing  him  fall,  with- 
out daring  to  extend  the  hand  of  relief.  I  might, 
indeed,  bear  thee  where  the  weakness  of  thy  sex 
forbade  thy  treading,  but  must  the  leader  of  a 
band  devoted  to  danger  and  death  be  encumbered 
with  the  .frail  burden  of  a  fainting  girl  ?  No 
Marie,  thou  must  remain  where  thou  art.  Here, 
I  shall  think  of  thee  safe  and  happy  with  the 
friend  of  thy  youth;  with  me  thou  wouldst  only 
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be  a  source  of  anxiety,  an  impediment  to  exer- 
tion,   an  object  of  solicitude  to  unman  me  in 
peril !     Urge  me  no  farther,  thou  hast  no  right  to 
do  so ;  for  thy  father's  sake,  remember  it  is  thou 
-who  must  set  the  example  of  obedience  to  a  leader, 
whose  decision  no  dastard  emotion  must  weaken. 
The  hour  advances;  this  night  we  depart,  and 
He  who  was  a  pillar  of  fire  by  night  and  a  cloud 
of  refuge  by  day  to  his  chosen  people,  will  be  our 
guardian  amid  the  evidences  of  his  most  stupen- 
dous power,  and  a  father  to  thee,  my  child,  should 
he  lead  thee  among  those  who  may  be  strangers 
to  thy  kindred  and  thy  race !" 

Marie  had  knelt  on  her  knees  before  him ;  she 
knew  this  was  the  parting  moment,  and  dared 
not  gainsay  his  decision ;  but  her  heart  was  full, 
even  to  bursting,  and  the  words  she  would  have 
uttered  were  choked  within  her  throat. 

Arnaud  bent  over  her,  raised  his  hands  above 
her  youthful  head,  and  blessing  her,  with  the 
simple  fervour   of  a  father's  affection,    recom- 
mended her  to  his  God ! 
F2 
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It  was  all  lie  dared  to  do  as  he  gazed  his  last 
on  his  darling  child;  but  he  turned  to  Durand 
and  whispered,  "  I  trust  her  to  the  Almighty, 
and  to  thee !"  And  then  walked  slowly  and 
sorrowfully  away. 

Marie  heard,  though  blinding  tears  prevented 
her  seeing,  his  retreating  footsteps,  and  starting 
with  sudden  impulse  to  her  feet,  would  have  fol- 
lowed him  to  obtain  another  look,  another  bless- 
ing, but  there  was  one  now  beside  her,  who 
claimed  a  right  to  regulate  her  actions,  and  with 
gentle  force  Durand  detained  her. 

"  My  father," — whispered  Marie,  with  an  ex- 
postulating accent;  "oh!  if  I  should  have  seen 
him  for  the  last  time,  let  me,  let  me  follow  him;" 
but  her  voice  was  faint,  her  frame  trembled,  and 
it  required  but  little  effort  on  Durand's  part  to 
lead  her  from  the  spot  which  had  witnessed  the 
last  farewell  of  parent  and  child. 

As  he  bent  over  and  soothed  her,  wiped  from 
her  clammy  brow  the  dews  of  exhaustion,  and  tried 
to  speak  comfort  in  her  ear,  the  father's  charge 
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recurred  to  his  memory,  and  Durand  inwardly 
vowed  he  would  never  part  from  her,  never  neg- 
lect her  comfort,  or  grudge  any  danger  in  her 
defence  till  he  restored  her  safe  and  unscathed  to 
his  arms. 

Conscious  he  was  thus  fulfilling  the  wishes  of 
his  friend,  Durand  did  not  again  seek  him :  he 
would  not  revive  a  grief  of  which  the  pastor's 
assumed  firmness  had  not  deceived  him ;  and  he 
was  right,  the  effort  with  which  Arnaud  tore 
himself  from  his  daughter,  was  such  as  no  less 
incentive  but  that  of  duty  could  have  enabled 
him  to  endure;  and  when  that  moment  had 
passed,  regrets  and  foreboding  added  to  his  grief. 
More  than  once  he  was  tempted  to  return  and 
revoke  the  decision  he  .had  made;  but  he 
looked  around  on  haggard  and  determined  coun- 
tenances whose  expression,  hardened  by  dan- 
ger, and  whose  features  sharpened  by  want, 
announced  self-preservation  to  be  the  chief  ob- 
ject of  their  existence,  and  he  felt  that  in  the 
probable  event  of  his  own  failure,  there  were  none 
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here  from  whom  he  6ould  expect  protection  for 
his  child. 

It  was  true,  she  had  been  their  favourite  and 
their  darling,  but  it  was  when  her  enthusiasm 
had  supported  their  fainting  spirits,  and  inspired 
them  with  fresh  courage,  not,  as  at  this  time, 
when  she  must  be  a  claimant  on  their  gene- 
rosity. 

One  hope  only  remained,  and  that  never  yet 
failed  or  disappointed  him:  and  with  all  the 
earnestness  with  which  the  weak  but  confiding 
heart  turns  for  support  where  it  knows  it  may 
lean  in  security,  he  poured  forth  a  prayer  for 
faith  in  Divine  protection,  with  the  profound 
earnestness  with  which  the  Christian  alone  ad- 
dresses his  God.  It  was  answered;  he  rose 
strengthened  and  cheered,  and  shaking  from  his 
heart  the  burden  which  had  oppressed  -it,  Ar- 
naud  summoned  the  chosen  band  to  commence 
their  perilous  march. 

There  were  many  amongst  them  who  grieved 
at  parting  from  their  friends,  many  whose  hearts 
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quailed  before  the  adventurous  attempt,  but 
none  gave  utterance  to  the  feelings  which  dark- 
ened their  brows  and  cast  a  gloomy  expression  on 
their  countenances,  as  they  defiled  in  solemn 
silence  through  the  forests  which  top  the  moun- 
tain of  Meudon. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

WHEN  Marie  awoke  on  the  succeeding  morn- 
ing, her  tears  flowed  as  memory  renewed  the  sor- 
rows of  the  preceding  day,  but  a  friend  soon  ap- 
proached, whose  consolation  was  dearer  than  she 
dared  acknowledge.  He  summoned  her  to  lay 
aside  her  grief,  and  come  forth  to  view  the  rising 
morn. 

It  was  a  September  day,  the  brilliancy  of 
which  was  the  more  resplendent  for  the  misty 
veil  which  had  at  first  obscured  its  radiance,  and 
following  as  it  did  the  previous  storm,  it  seemed 
to  the  eye  of  faith,  to  resemble  the  smile  of 
Almighty  forgiveness,  speaking  peace  to  the 
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heart  which  has  been  troubled  by  the  chastise- 
ment of  sin — a  ray  of  love  to  cheer  the  darkness 
of  human  suffering.  Its  balm  was  not  lost  on 
the  aching  heart  of  Marie  Arnaud;  she  felt  it 
soothe  her  sorrow  and  raise  her  spirit  to  Him,  who 
not  undesignedly  permits  nature  to  speak  of  love 
through  these  emblems  of  his  power.  Nor,  as  she 
gazed  on  the  fair  creation  around  her,  could  she 
doubt  that  its  Maker  was  watching  over  the 
beings  for  whom  he  had  called  it  into  existence ; 
and  feeling  that  her  father's  life,  her  father's  wel- 
fare was  in  his  hands,  she  became  resigned. 

Although  Durand's  attention  to  her  was 
thoughtful  and  hourly,  more  important  cares 
claimed  his  time,  and  he  felt  the  anxiety  of  being 
the  only  regulator  of  the  troop  for  whose  safety  he 
was  responsible,  amidst  more  increasing  dangers 
They  were  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  parties  of 
the  adverse  army.  The  inhabitants,  rendered 
hostile  to  them  by  fear  of  the  Savoyards,  dared 
not  supply  their  necessities  which  were  often  ur- 
gent, and  there  was  no  alternative  left  for  them 
but  to  seize  forcibly  on  the  provisions  they  de 
r3 
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nied  them,  or,  by  a  bold  attempt,  capture  the 
stores  destined  for  the  enemy's  camp:  an  enter- 
prise, however,  well  suited  to  the  daring  spirit  of 
the  mountaineers. 

A  report  had  reached  them  that  a. rich  convoy 
of  stores  and  ammunition  was  expected  at  Perrier, 
and  they  determined  to  watch  for  it,  and  ascertain 
if  they  might  attempt  to  intercept  it  with  any 
probability  of  success.  For  this  purpose  Lc  Bou- 
quetin,  whose  long  experience  in  the  chase  had 
sharpened  every  faculty,  volunteered  to  keep  a 
vigilant  watch;  nor  did  he  neglect  it  by  night  or 
day.  Some  evenings  subsequent  to  Arnaud's  de- 
parture he  had,  therefore,  wandered  out  alone  to 
the  Alp  de  Juiien,  and  climbing  its  rugged 
heights,  reached  a  point  whence  he  could  discover 
unperceived  the  whole  tract  of  the  adjacent 
country.  It  lay  before  him  in  placid  loveliness ; 
the  Subiasque  flowed  in  serpentine  beauty  through 
the  valley;  the  little  town  of  Bobi  and  many 
smaller  villages  diversified  the  scene,  while  the 
cultivated  fields  beneath,  contrasted  with  the 
rugged  character  of  the  spot  on  which  he  stood, 
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more  in  unison  with  his  own  feelings.  Bitter 
thoughts  were  in  the  old  man's  heart  as  he  beheld 
the  valleys  before  him,  and  remembered  the  in- 
justice which  so  lately  had  expelled  their  rightful 
owners,  and  the  persecutions  which  had  before  this 
deluged  them  with  blood,  and  he  murmured, 
"Yes!  they  took  all:  the  friends  of  my  early 
youth,  the  wife  I  loved,  the  sons  I  gloried  in,  and 
the  sister!" — but  at  that  recollection  a  frenzy 
seemed  to  come  over  him,  and  convulsed  every 
nerve  with  an  agony  that  could,  not  find  vent  in 
words.  When  the  paroxysm  had  passed,  he  looked 
up,  and  with  blanched  lips  and  fixed  resolve,  mut- 
tered, "  She  shall  be  revenged !  The  sins  of  the 
fathers  shall  be  visited  on  the  children  from  gene- 
ration to  generation !" 

Then  in  perfect  stillness  he  resumed  his  watch- 
ful attitude,  his  whole  attention  apparently  de- 
voted to  discovering  the  least  symptom  of  the 
approach  of  the  convoy  which  he  expected  to 
discern  in  the  distance.  Suddenly  there  was 
a  cry,  long,  loud,  unearthly;  it  broke  on  the 
stillness  of  the  hour,  and  Le  Bouquetin  starting, 
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grasped  the  handle  of  the  long  knife  in  his  girdle. 
He  listened  again,  but  all  was  still:  accustomed, 
however,  to  watch  for  the  most  distant  sounds  of 
the  animals  he  was  used  to  hunt,  he  bent  his  ear 
to  the  ground  and  became  aware  of  the  struggle 
of  many  feet  at  some  distance :  after  that  a  low 
stifled  moan;  and  springing  to  his  feet  the  hunts- 
man exclaimed,  "Oh  God!  it  is  the 'voice  of 
Pierre !"  then,  dashing  aside  the  stunted  trees 
which  obstructed  his  passage,  he  swung  himself 
with  an  activity,  extraordinary  for  his  bulk  and 
age,  from  crag  to  crag;  and,  still  stopping  to 
hearken  attentively,  was  guided  by  the  sense  of 
hearing  to  the  direction  from  whence  the  sound 
proceeded;  at  length  he  reached  a  level  ridge, 
beneath  which  the  rock  descended,  perpendicular 
as  the  parapet  of  a  wall,  to  a  dell  about  fourteen 
feet  beneath.  Bushes  and  brambles  grew  pro- 
fusely round  his  steps,  and,  while  they  must  have 
checked  the  progress  of  any  one  less  determined, 
effectually  concealed  his  figure.  There  he  halted, 
and  looking  below,  beheld  three  or  four  men, 
whose  uniform  denoted  them  to  be  Savoyard 
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soldiers.  A  wretched  object  lay  or  rather  writhed 
on  the  ground  before  them;  but  their  sport  or 
their  vengeance  had  apparently  been  already  per- 
petrated. 

"Ah!  not  yet  still — abortion  of  the  devil!" 
cried  one,  "  take  that," — and  spurning  the  miser- 
able idiot  with  his  foot,  the  soldier  gave  him  a 
thrust  with  a  bayonet,  which  dyed  the  ground 
with  blood.  Convulsed  in  the  agonies  of  death, 
the  Cretin  looked  up,  but  even  in  that  moment  a 
lambent  smile  played  on  the  distorted  features,  and 
triumphed  over  the  expression  of  pain.  His  dying 
glance  had  caught  a  glimpse  of  ihe  friend,  whom 
missing  that  evening  he  had  wandered  forth  alone 
to  seek,  and  it  was  enough  for  him.  The  name 
of  Onfroi  Vigano  broke  in  tender  accents  from 
his  lips;  and  then  his  sufferings  were  for  ever  at 
an  end. 

Le  Bouquetin  saw  and  read  at  a  glance  the 
dreadful  tale ;  then,  with  a  shout  like  the  roar  of 
the  infuriated  tigress,  leapt  over  the  rock  and 
stood  beside  the  aggressors.  Stunned  at  the  un- 
expected apparition,  they  stood  aghast ;  the  savage 
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figure  seemed  that  of  the  avenging  fiend  come  to 
demand  the  penalty  of  their  crime,  and,  with  a 
shriek,  they  attempted  to  fly.  But,  as  the  eagle 
fastens  her  talons  on  her  prey,  Vigano  grasped 
the  foremost  by  the  throat,  and  disdaining,  in  his 
fury,  the  aid  of  weapons  hurled  him  against  the 
rock.  The  Savoyard  reeled  backwards  from  the 
blow,  but  once  more  the  huntsman  dashed  his 
head  against  the  impenetrable  mass  with  a  terrific 
crash,  and  then  he  fell,  his  blood,  his  very  brains 
scattered  over  the  corpse  of  his  unfortunate  victim. 

Meanwhile  his  companions  had  escaped;  and 
the  avenger  stood  alone  with  the  dead !  For  a 
moment  he  paused  to  draw  a  long  deep  sigh, 
then  turning  to  the  body  of  the  Cretin,  bent 
tenderly  over  it. 

"  Poor  Pierre  !  I  ought  not  to  have  left  thee, 
even  for  this  short  hour;  and  now  all  is  gone — 
they  have  taken  the  last,  the  only  thing  I  loved." 
His  voice  quivered,  but  he  resumed  with  savage 
triumph — "  But  nothing  now  remains  between 
them  and  my  revenge.  My  sister's  cliild !  thou 
must  not  lie  there  with  the  accursed  race  who  de- ' 
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spoiled  her,  and  injured  tliee.  But  first,"  he 
added,  "  let  me  consecrate  this  to  its  office,'^' at 
the  same  time  smearing  his  hunting  knife  with 
the  orphan's  blood,  "  then  I  will  wash  out  the 
fearful  baptism  with  rivers  of  Savoyard  blood." 
With  maniac  strength  he  brandished  the  weapon 
above  Ms  head,  and  raising  in  his  arms  the 
mutilated  corpse,  deposited  it  carefully  among 
some  tangled  bushes  near,  determining  to  return 
to  give  it  a  decent  burial,  and,  with  dark  purposes 
in  his  soul,  he  strode  back  to  the  camp. 

Meanwhile,  intelligence  had  reached  Durand 
that  outposts  of  the  enemy  were  in  sight :  signals 
of  a  body  of  men,  whose  number  and  strength 
was  unknown,  bxit  to  meet  it  was  inevitable ;  and 
he  thought  it  wiser  to  be  the  aggressor  than  to 
wait  for  an  attack.  Summoning,  therefore,  his 
bravest  companions,  he  imparted  his  arrange- 
ments for  the  day,  and  sought  to  inspire  the  des- 
perate courage  requisite  in  a  strife  where  defeat 
would  be  total  destruction. 

But  an  instant  then  remained,  in  which  to 
whisper  hope  in  Marie's  ear,  and  to  choose  the 
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safest  spot  for  her  to  remain  in,  ere  he  marched 
at  the  head  of  men  determined  to  conquer  or  die. 

As  they  advanced,  the  sun,  which  shone  on 
many  a  field  of  smiling  verdure,  or  sparkled  on 
the  golden  tassels  of  the  mountain  birch,  now 
disclosed  to  their  view  the  serried  ranks  and  glit- 
tering helmets  of  an  armed  troop,  revealing  with 
exaggerating  radiance  a  force  greater  than  they 
expected. 

Yet,  nothing  daunted,  they  pressed  forward. 
"For  Angrogna  and  our  faith!"  shouted  the 
Vaudois  as  they  approached  the  foe,  and 
rushed  forward  with  a  force  which  supplied  the 
want  of  discipline  or  arms.  One  volley,  loud, 
fierce,  but  ill-directed,  received  their  onset,  and 
then  all  was  still.  Struck  with  a  strange  and 
disgraceful  panic,  the  army  of  Savoy,  with  a  cry 
of  "  Les  Barbets,  les  diables,"  fled  with  precipi- 
tation towards  the  town  of  Bobi.  Their  assailants 
were  upon  them  in  an  instant,  chasing  them  pell- 
mell  through  every  street,  with  musket,  butt, 
and  sword.  With  the  ardour  of  youth  and  suc- 
cess, Durand  and  his  division  hotly  pursued  the 
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foe  to  the  confines  of  a  wood,  where,  encounter- 
ing the  rest  of  their  .force,  .a  skirmish  ensued,  in 
which  the  few  who  cotfKTnot  find  refuge  in  flight, 
laid  down  their  arms,  and  begged  for  quarter. 

Deprived  of  their  arms,  and  fastened  toge- 
ther by  cords,  these  were  jeconducted  to  the 
village  they  had  so  lately  left,  to  behold  it,  a 
sheet  of  flames,  its  houses  exposed  to  the  fury  of 
the  rest  of  the  Vaudois,  who  no  longer  restrained 
by  Arnaud's  enforced  restrictions,  and  urged  on 
by  the  infuriated  vengeance  of  Le  Bouquetin, 
who  had  only  returned  from  the  sad  scene  of 
the  Cretin's  death  in  time  to  follow  them,  had 
been  plundering  in  every  direction.  Flying 
through  the  town,  his  eyes  gleamed  with  maniac 
ferocity,  his  hunting-sword  raised  and  streaming 
with  blood,  Onfroi  Vigano,  led  the  men  from 
house  to  house,  shouting  with  hoarse  accents — 

"  Kill !  Vaudois,  kill !  no  mercy,  no  quarter  to 
the  Philistines — to  the  enemies  of  our  faith !" 

The  insatiate  thirst  for  blood  thus  given,  was 
not  easily  quenched,  and  when  Durand  returned 
from  the  pursuit,  he  beheld  with  unspeakable 
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regret,  scenes  of  devastation  and  cruelty  which 
had  never  yet  stained  their  annals,  and  which 
even  an  unusual  exertion  of  authority  was  hardly 
sufficient  to  restrain. 

But  the  hour  of  danger  and  the  tumultuous 
excitement  of  success  was  at  an  end,  and  from 
Marie's  eloquent  lips  he  received  the  heart-felt 
congratulations  and  thanks  for  her  safety,  which 
were  some  reward  to  his  exertions. 

The  day  had  been  one  of  toil,  yet  only  one 
dark  spot  dimmed  its  "brightness.  This  was  the 
pillage  of  Bobi,  and  but  for  that,  the  young  hero 
might  have  sunk  to  sleep  with  unmixed  satisfac- 
tion. No  comrade's  blood  had  stained  the  lau- 
rels he  had  won,*  no  thorn  of  regret  remained, 
but  fresh  as  the  early  verdure  of  spring,  was  the 
young  warrior's  battle-wreath  of  victory. 

The  morrow,  however,  ushered  in  a  heavy 
duty,  and  Durand  awoke  to  feel  the  best  emo- 
tion of  his  breast,  compassion  for  the  unfortu- 
nate, an  unwelcome  intruder. 

*  History  records  as  a  marvellous  fact,  that  not 
a  single  Vaudois  fell  at  the  battle  of  Bobi. 
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A  sorrowful  sound  greeted  liis  ear  as  he 
pressed  on  to  assemble  his  comrades.  It  was 
the  mournful  wail  of  those  who  yesterday  might 
have  been  his  conquerors,  but  were  now  his 
condemned  captives.  A  shudder  came  over  him 
as  he  remembered  that  their  death-warrant  must 
issue  from  his  lips.  True,  he  had  before  wit- 
nessed and  approved  such  executions,  but  then 
they  were  the  command  of  another,  and  he  was  no 
principal  in  the  deed  which  his  heart  disowned. 
He  turned  from  the  spot  where  they  stood,  as  if 
but  an  instant's  respite  were  as  great  a  boon  to 
him  as  to  them ;  but  he  felt  that  decision  is  the 
duty  of  a  general,  and  he  dared  not  hesitate  in 
giving  the  order  to  bring  the  captives  forth. 

They  came :  twelve  tall  and  powerful  young  men , 
whose  appearance  and  dress  bespoke  the  higher 
class  they  belonged  to,  while  their  early  youth  pro- 
mised to  most  of  them,  the  chances  of  many  years 
of  an  existence,  of  which  the  mingled  cup  has 
more  in  it  of  good  than  ill.  He  gazed  on  them, 
and  thought,  that  perhaps  for  some  one  of  them  a 
mother's  heart  was  now  beating  in  the  plentitude 
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of  its  best  affection;  that  for  others  there  existed 
the  solicitude  of  a  wife,  a  sister,  or  perhaps 
with  the  anguish  of  her  early  love,  that  of  the 
promised  bride,  as  dear  as  Anima  had  been  to 
him.  A  shade  came  over  his  brow,  he  turned, 
and  by  his  side  was  Marie  gazing  on  the  averted 
countenance  with  eyes  which  read  and  sympa- 
thized in  his  feelings. 

"  Must  they  die?"  she  whispered.  "  Oh, 
Durand !  save  them,  they  are  young,  are  bound 
to  life  by  many  a  strong  tie,  and  made  by  our 
mutual  Creator;  shall  one  of  us  dare  to  destroy 
his  image  in  cold  blood?  Save  them,  save  them, 
if  but  to  grant  my  first  request  to  thee !"  She 
almost  knelt  before  Mm,  and  as  she  lifted  those 
imploring  eyes,  looked  like  an  angel  of  mercy 
asking  pardon  for  man. 

Dark  faces,  however,  were  around;  the  Vau- 
dois  knit  their  brows,  and  Durand  watched 
them  with  an  expression,  varying  between  the 
compassion  he  felt  for  the  unhappy  Savoyards, 
and  the  justice  he  owed  to  those  entrusted  to  his 
care. 

Foremost   in  the  group,  and  leaning  •on  his 
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rifle,  stood  Le  Bouquetin;  marks  of  blood  were 
on  his  tarnished  uniform,  and  a  fresh  sabre-cut 
across  his  face,  added  to  the  savage  ferocity  of 
his  appearance.  His  eyes  gleamed  with  an  an- 
ticipated revenge,  and  showed  that  pity  had  for 
ever  fled  his  breast. 

"They  must  die — the  dogs,"  muttered  he; 
"life  for  life,  and  blood  for  blood !"  then  suddenly 
observing  Durand's  hesitation,  he  broke  from 
the  circle  of  mountaineers  and  approaching  him, 
said,  in  an  authoritative  tone, 

"  This  is  no  time,  young  man,  for  unbecom- 
ing weakness,  nor,"  added  he,  gazing  with  a 
dark  scowl  on  Marie,  "  for  woman's  interference. 
They  must  die,  and  die  at  once." 

"  Onfroi  Vigano!"  said  Marie  unmindful  of 
his  fearful  expression,  "  Onfroi  Vigano !"  she 
repeated,  softly  addressing  him  by  his  name, 
"have  mercy — think  on  their  youth — think 
what  thou  would'st  feel  were  thy  own  sons — " 

"  It  is,"  interrupted  he,  "  that  I  remember 
my  own  sons  and  my  father's,  that  I  say  again, 
they  too  shall  die,  a  sacrifice  for  the  past !  Be- 
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gone,  frail  woman !  if  tliou  fcarest  to  sec  thy  Cre- 
ator's commands  fulfilled,  nor  as  of  old,  seek  to 
seduce  firmer  hearts  from  their  duty." 

His  eye  flashed  as  he  spoke,  and  his  fingers 
clenched  the  hunting-knife  in  his  belt,  as  if  they 
tingled  with  impatience  for  the  bloody  work. 

Durand  beheld,  and  begged  her  to  retire. 

She  rose  at  his  command,  but  not  without  one 
supplicating  glance,  which  more  than  met  the 
suggestions  of  his  own  heart. 

"  One  word,  Durand — one,  ere  I  go;  there  is 
a  woman — a  tender,  lonely  woman  amongst  them. 
Would  heroes — would  Christians  murder  women? 
Oh !  let  compassion  plead  for  her,  she  is  too — 
I  heard  it — she  is  one  of  our  race,  and  a  pro- 
testant." 

Durand  hurried  her  away,  and  then  returned, 
sad  and  undecided,  to  his  distracting  duty. 

"  They  must  die !"  continued  Le  Bouquetin, 
who  was  evidently  the  spokesman  for  the  mul- 
titude. "  Their  pardon  were  our  destruction. 
Nay,  more,"  he  added,  with  fanatic  vehemence, 
"  Scripture  authorizes  the  just  severity,  and  thy 
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useless  indecision  is  unworthy  of  men  fighting  in 
such  a  cause." 

His  words  were  re-echoed  with  fearful  ferocity 
from  most  of  the  hardened  mountaineers.  "  They 
must  die !"  and  the  wretched  captives  beheld  in 
the  savage  glances  bent  upon  them  on  every  side, 
that  the  decision  was  irrevocable. 

Durand  saw  there  was  no  alternative,  and  veil- 
ing his  eyes  with  his  hand  that  he  might  not  wit- 
ness the  effect  of  his  words,  he  gave  the  fatal  sen- 
tence which  condemned  all  alike  to  instantaneous 
death,  but  ere  he  had  ended,  his  knees  were 
clasped,  a  pale  and  agonized  countenance  was  raised 
to  his.  "  Mercy !  oh  mercy,  for  a  woman !  for  one 
whose  gratitude  will  unite  her  to  thee  for  life, 
with  every  nerve  strained  in  thy  service.  Hear 
me,  for  I  am  one  of  thy  own  race,  the  same  lan- 
guage is  mine,  and  we  have  worshipped  at  the 
same  altar.  Hear  me,  I  implore  thee,  by  the 
miseries  which  forced  me  to  seek  refuge  in  ano-- 
ther  clime,  and  deprived  thee  also  of  much  that 
thou  didst  love !" 

Durand  was  deeply  moved;  it  was  the  first 
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time  they  had  been  called  on  to  exercise  their 
cruel  but  necessary  severity  on  one  of  the  weaker 
sex,  and  even  the  rudest  of  their  number  shrunk 
from  imbruing  their  hands  in  the  blood  of  one, 
whom  nature  had  created  a  claimant  on  their  pro- 
tection and  superior  strength.  Their  features  re- 
laxed, and  a  murmured  assent  sanctioned  their 
leader's  anxiety  to  forgive. 

Great  was  the  boon  of  life  to  the  unhappy 
being,  who  still  knelt  before  them,  it  yet  seemed 
insufficient,  for  she  neither  rose  from  her  abject 
posture,  nor  seemed  to  heed  their  words.  At 
length  she  looked  round  and  said — 

"  Men  of  Angrogna !  fellow  countrymen !  your 
mercy  is  great,  but  useless  to  me :  and  I  restore 
the  gift  of  life  without  one  ray  to  cheer  it.  Death 
would  be  preferable  to  an  existence  deprived  of 
all  that  chains  me  to  it.  Listen,"  she  added, 
turning  towards  them  a  face,  which  bloomed  with 
the  beauty  of  youth,  and  owned  the  features  of 
their  own  race;  "  when  the  persecutions  of  Savoy 
ejected  us  all  from  our  homes,  there  were  some 
weaker  hearts,  unable  to  bear  up  against  them. 
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Alas !  of  this  number  were  I  and  my  brother — an 
only  and  adored  brother;  we  both  were  young, 
happy,  and  had  never  been  divided  since  the 
joyous  days  of  our  childhood.  And  in  the  dark 
hour,  when  we  saw  both  our  parents  lie  murdered 
beneath  the  bloody  swords  of  Savoy,  we  fled  in 
dismay,  and,  to  save  our  lives,  bowed  to  a  strange 
worship.  We  have  since  dragged  out  a  sorrowful 
existence,  stung  by  remorse,  amidst  a  foreign 
nation,  cheered  only  by  our  mutual  affection;  to- 
gether, we  could  not  be  wholly  wretched  in  life, 
nor  shall  we  despair  in  death ;  but  oh !  bethink  you, 
that  with  the  gift  of  life  you  bestow  time  for  us 
to  repent  our  apostacy  and  make  our  peace  with 
God,  ere  we  enter  his  awful  presence.  Delay  at 
least,  if  you  cannot  remit  the  execution  of  a  sen- 
tence you  deem  necessary  I" 

Thus  she  pleaded,  with  an  earnestness  which 
found  its  way  to  the  hearts  of  her  audience ;  and 
with  a  woman's  tact,  perceiving  her  advantage, 
she  addressed  the  men  with  fresh  prayers  for 
mercy,  which  she  felt  they  would  not  have  al- 
lowed their  leader  to  exercise. 

VOL.  II.  G 
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Suddenly  the  men  exclaimed,  "  They  are  Vau- 
dois,  they  may  live;"  and  the  brother  and  sister 
threw  themselves  into  each  other's  arms,  with  the 
ecstacy  of  receiving,  as  it  were,  a  fresh  existence 
at  their  hands. 

Le  Bouquetin  alone  viewed  the  scene  unmoved ; 
and  raising  his  hand  with  prophetic  solemnity, 
said,  "  Vaudois !  are  ye  mad  ?  Saul  suffered  for 
reserving  the  spoil  of  the  Amalekites,  and  ye  too 
will  suffer  for  sparing  this  renegade  pair.  Faint- 
hearted stripling,  unworthy  leader  of  such  tough 
hearts  as  ours,  thy  father  would  have  blushed  to 
own  thee,  as  Arnaud  will  regret  that  he  trusted 
our  cause  to  thee !" 

There  was  a  murmur  amongst  the  crowd,  but 
Durand  silenced  it  with  the  authority  of  his  sta- 
tion; and  singling  out  some  of  those  he  could 
depend  on,  placed  the  two  prisoners  under  their 
care,  saying — "They  are  mine,  by  my  father's 
sword,  none  shall  injure  them  and  live." 

None  ventured  to  reply  but  Le  Bouquetin, 
who  cried,  "  You  were  warned,  young  man,  you 
•were  warned !"  The  rest  of  the  prisoners  heard, 
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and  reason  forbade  the  hope  which  would  have 
prompted  a  petition  for  mercy.  Steeling,  therefore, 
their  hearts  for  the  bitter  extremity,  they  prepared 
to  meet  it  with  the  stern  courage  they  owed  their 
profession.     One  by  one  they  were  led  to  the 
river  Subiasque,  and  the  quick-succeeding  shots 
declared  that  every  report,  as  it  rung  through  the 
air,  had  stilled  one  beating  heart,  and  sped  one 
trembling  soul  to  the  bourne  whence  no  traveller 
returns.     Those  deep  waters  were  their  ready 
grave,  their  crimson  tide  the  only  monument  to 
mark  the  spot  where  rested  their  remains,  while 
each  glittering  wave  in  its  onward  course  bore  to 
distant  shores,  in  reddened  streaks,  the  tale  that 
human    blood    had    polluted   its   pure    bosom! 
Durand    turned  from  the  sickening    sight  and 
shuddered   in   every  nerve;  the   distinctions  of 
race  and  creed  were  forgotten  in  the  remem- 
brance that  they  were  fellow  beings.     In  self- 
defence,   or  in  the  excitement  of  battle,  death 
wears  a  widely  different  aspect  when  self-preser- 
vation speaks  in  language  which  will  be  heard, 
and  the  exulting  imagination  casts  a  veil  over  its 
G2 


124  THE  PASTOR  CHIEF;  OR, 

horrors;  but  its  stern  reality,  inflicted  in  cold- 
blooded deliberation,  strikes  on  tlie  heart  with  a 
chill  which  none  can  guess  who  have  not  expe- 
rienced it. 

Fortunately  the  mind  grasps  but  one  object  at 
a  time,  and  it  was  a  relief  to  Durand  that  the  ar- 
rangements for  the  following  hour  engrossed  his 
immediate  attention.  To  remain  where  they  were, 
was  impossible  and  useless :  the  hour  of  success 
was  that  for  further  enterprise,  and  this  was  the 
more  imperative,  as  the  news  of  the  defeat  of  a 
portion  of  his  army  would  probably  bring  the 
Marquis  of  Parelle  upon  them  without  delay ; 
yet,  with  their  usual  reverence  to  the  consecrated 
day,  the  Vaudois  refused  to  proceed  on  the  mor- 
row, which  was  the  sabbath. 

They  spent  that  day  in  the  village  they  had  so 
lately  conquered,  celebrating  its  appointed  ceremo- 
nies in  the  church,  and  then  renewing  the  oaths  of 
allegiance  to  Durand,  which  they  had  tendered  to 
their  pastor.  Villars  was  their  next  post,  and 
being  occupied  by  foreign  troops,  was  the  object 
for  cautious  and  immediate  attack,  but  with  spirits 
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exhilarated  by  success,  the  Vaudois  advanced  in 
two  bodies  on  the  town. 

As  usual,  the  vanguard  of  the  enemy  fled  at 
their  approach,  and  giving  notice  of  it,  the  whole 
regiment,  who,  by  a  gallant  sortie,  might  easily 
have  defeated  their  handful  of  opponents,  took 
refuge  in  a  fortified  convent,  from  the  belfry  of 
which  they  opened  a  harassing  fire  upon  their 
assailants,  three  of  whom  fell  beneath  it. 

This  unexpected  movement  rather  daunted  the 
Vaudois,  who,  unprepared  to  prosecute  a  siege 
of  any  continuance,  and  fearful  that  the  lengthened 
engagement  might  reveal  the  inferiority  of  their 
number,  would  have  preferred  an  open  engage- 
ment ;  but  it  was  not  for  them  to  choose,  and  they 
had  to  make  the  most  of  their  position.  Some 
buildings  intervened  between  their  post  and  the 
convent,  which  screened  the  movements  of  the 
enemy  from  observation  without  impeding  their 
view,  and  consequently  kept  the  Vaudois  in  con- 
stant suspicion  of  some  dangerous  ambuscade. 
To  prevent  this,  they  threw  lighted  balls  of  com- 
bustible materials  as  far  as  they  could  reach,  and 


126  THE  PASTOR  CHIEF;  OR, 

while  their  foes  were  rejoicing  that,  behind  this 
useful  rampart,  they  could  securely  watch  and 
attack  their  assailants,  a  flame  unlocked  for,  and 
apparently  uncaused,  leaped  iip  in  mysterious  and 
unearthly  brightness.  For  a  moment  it  glim- 
mered in  air,  then  sunk  in  a  dense  and  suffocating 
smoke. 

Dismayed,  they  beheld  flame  after  flame  burst 
into  ephemeral  life  from  every  quarter  of  the 
building  as  each  ball  ignited  into  a  fire  not  easily 
to  be  extinguished.  It  wore  the  semblance  of 
magic,  and  when,  amidst  the  sounds  of  creaking 
timbers  and  hissing  conflagration,  came  the  cry  of 
"  Angrogna,  and  our  faith !"  and  the  sound  of  hur- 
ried and  exulting  footsteps,  they  fancied  a  confir- 
mation of  their  supernatural  terrors,  and  beheld  in 
the  enemy  who  came  heralded  by  conflagration, 
a  host  of  evil  spirits  with  whom  it  was  useless  to 
contend. 

The  soldiers,  panic-struck,  laid  down  their 
arms,  but  the  bolder  leaders  insisted  on  keeping 
their  position,  and  though  the  fierce  flame  de- 
voured the  out-buildings  ere  it  was  possible  to 
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arrest  its  progress,  they  succeeded  in  preserving 
the  convent,  and  having  redoubled  their  efforts 
to  strengthen  its  barricades,  sat  down  in  stubborn 
resolution  to  weary  out  their  besiegers.  But 
their  ammunition  was  reduced  as  well  as  their 
provisions ;  and  from  the  windows  they  beheld  the 
convoys  they  depended  on  for  support,  seized  by 
the  Vaudois  and  appropriated  to  their  own  use. 
Rendered  desperate  by  the  sight,  they  determined 
to  save  themselves  by  one  bold  effort  from  cap- 
tivity or  hunger,  and  collecting  their  force,  made 
a  gallant  sortie. 

With  banners  flying  and  music  sounding,  the 
disciplined  troops  of  Savoy  poured  through  the 
narrow  archway  on  the  insignificant  band  of  the 
half-clad,  unarmed  Vaudois ;  but  with  a  cry  whose 
hoarse  sound  hardly  framed  the  word,  "An- 
grogna !"  the  devoted  troop  met  their  advance. 

It  was  a  contest  between  might  and  right,  and 
the  latter  triumphed  gloriously.  Rushing  at  once 
on  the  astonished  enemy,  they  pierced  their 
ranks  in  a  moment,  and  forced  them  back  to  the 
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convent,  over  a  road  slippery  with  their  comrades' 
gore,  dragging  with  them  the  body  of  their  com- 
mander, the  Baron  de  Chouat,  who  had  arrogantly 
promised  that  morning,  "  Success  to  Savoy  and 
death  to  the  heretics." 

It  was  a  proud  moment  for  the  Vaudois,  and 
as  they  wiped  from  their  brows  the  evidence  of 
their  heavy  exertions,  and  lifted  the  voice  of 
thanksgiving  for  their  success,  they  had  no  tear 
of  mourning  to  shed  over  the  dead ;  for  almost 
miraculously  had  every  one  of  their  number  been 
preserved,  though  none  had  spared  their  blood 
or  their  strength  in  the  idolized  cause. 

Hope  suggested  now  a  belief  that  they  might 
succeed  in  cutting  off  the  important  detachment 
they  had  attacked,  and  by  possessing  themselves 
of  the  town  of  Villars,  with  the  ammunition  of 
the  foe,  not  only  obtain  this  valuable  acquisition, 
but  make  themselves  masters  of  a  post  from  which 
they  might  effectually  circumscribe  the  move- 
ments of  the  greater  force  of  the  Marquis  de 
Parelle  at  Perrier;  but  the  vicissitudes  of  fortune 
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cannot  be  depended  on,  and  the  morning  that 
folio  wed  a  night  of  undisturbed  slumber,  discovered 
to  them  that  during  those  hours  of  rest  the  be- 
sieged troops  had  escaped  from  Villars  by  some 
secret  outlet,  and  had  sought  safety  in  the  woods, 
which  bordered  the  opposite  shores  of  the  Pelice. 
Their  first  impulse  on  perceiving  this,  was  to  pur- 
sue and  slaughter  all  whom  they  met;  and  with- 
out pausing  to  consider,  the  Vaudois  obeyed  it. 
No  quarter  was  given,  no  prisoners  taken,  but 
the  ground  was  wet  with  many  a  pool  of  blood, 
and  strewed  with  gasping  bodies  which  had  sunk 
to  rise  no  more. 

They  returned  from  the  pursuit  laden  with  the 
spoils  of  the  slain,  and  leaving  the  body  of  only 
one  of  their  own  men;  but  they  remembered  that 
the  few  foes  who  had  escaped,  bore  with  them 
tidings  of  dread  import  to  their  safety,  and 
found,  alas!  that  the  critical  moment  of  their 
absence  in  the  pursuit  had  been  seized,  and 
that  a  reinforcement  from  Perrier,  who  by 
some  unaccountable  agency  must  have  received 
G3 
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intelligence  of  their  movements,  had  marched 
into  Villars,  and  stood  ready  to  receive  them  with 
strength  unexhausted  by  previous  exertion.  But 
one  way  remained,  and  this  was  to  take  possession 
of  the  bridge  of  Rospero,  and  defend  it  to  the 
last. 

With  the  last  effort  of  resolution,  they  mustered 
all  their  strength,  and  opened  a  murderous  fire  on 
the  advancing  troop,  and  for  a  moment  there 
seemed  a  promise  of  success  which  inspired  them 
with  fresh  courage.  The  enemy  gave  way  before 
the  practised  aim  of  their  unceasing  musketry — 
the  Vaudois  strained  every  nerve ;  but  it  was  the 
flash  of  an  expiring  lamp,  and  Durand  felt  that 
the  moment  of  victory  had  passed,  and  that  he 
must  pay  the  penalty  for  the  fatal  error  of  hi& 
ill-timed  pursuit  by  relinquishing  all  hope  of  pos- 
sessing Villars. 

To  retreat  with  honour,  and  comparatively 
•without  loss,  while  the  plain  was  strewed  with  the 
bodies  of  the  foe,  was  still  something ;  and  resolved 
to  husband  to  the  utmost  the  strength  of  his  little 
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flock,  lie  sounded  tlie  recall,  and  bade  them  fall 
back  on  Bobi ;  while  not  without  regret,  which 
he  could  not  stifle,  he  brought  up  the  most  endan- 
gered part  of  the  troop,  the  rear,  which,  how- 
ever, the  enemy  was  either  too  negligent  or  too 
intimidated  to  harass. 
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CHAPTER  Vin. 

•, 
THE  deep  despondency  of  Durand  on  his  return 

to  Bobi  was  not  unobserved  by  Marie,  but  she  did 
not  attribute  it  solely  to  his  failure  at  Villars.  She 
had  known  too  well  how  uncertain  had  been  his 
hopes,  and  how  more  than  satisfactory  on  the 
whole,  had  been  the  result  of  the  attack,  to  believe 
that  vain  sorrow  for  a  mistake,  which  at  all  events 
was  now  past,  occasioned  his  gloomy  silence  and 
frequent  sighs. 

With  the  rest  of  the  troop,  in  proportion  as 
their  hopes  had  been  sanguine  and  undefined,  was 
the  bitterness  of  their  vexation  at  finding  they 
were  not  realized ;  and  with  an  unacknowledged 
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and  unfounded  resentment  against  their  leader 
(who,  if  he  had  attempted  to  curb  the  impetus 
•which  had  injured  their  cause,  would  most  likely 
have  been  unheeded),  arose  suspicions  of  a  more 
irritating  nature  against  Jean  Gras  and  his  sister, 
the  captives  whom  their  own  forgiveness  (it  was 
true)  had  saved,  though  owing  to  a  compassion 
his  weakness  had  elicited. 

The  sudden  disappearance  of  the  army  of  the  un- 
fortunate Baron  deChouatfrom  the  convent  of  Vil- 
lars,  during  the  few  hours  in  which  their  vigilance 
had  been  hushed  in  slumber,  the  rapidity  with 
which  the  troops  from  Perrier  had  received  and 
acted  on  the  intelligence  of  their  absence  in  the 
pursuit,  savoured  of  treachery  in  the  camp,  and  sus- 
picion attached  to  the  only  stranger  amongst  them. 
The  whispered  thought  gained  credence  with 
every  repetition,  and  assumed  the  importance  of  a 
just  accusation.  Murmurs  of  it  reached  the  ears 
of  Durand,  and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  he 
persuaded  them  to  wait  for  some  clearer  proof  of 
guilt  ere  they  revoked  the  forgiveness  they  had  ex- 
tended, to  execute  a  sentence  they  deemed  just. 
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It  was  no  longer  easy  to  curb  the  impulse  of 
revenge,  or  to  soften  hearts  which  had  been  ren- 
dered savage  by  deeds  of  cruelty,  which  (however 
they  might  be  sanctioned  by  necessity)  tended  to 
destroy  every  tender  emotion.  These  feelings  were 
diligently  excited  among  the  men  by  Le  Bou- 
quetin,  from  whose  breast  the  bitter  recollection  of 
former  wrongs,  and  the  ferocity  of  incipient  mad- 
ness, strengthened  since  the  late  act  of  barbarity 
he  had  suffered  from,  had  expelled  every  shade 
of  compassion,  and  filled  it  with  a  desire  for  blood. 

To  him  it  was  a  crime  to  thwart  his  insatiate 
thirst  for  revenge ;  and  from  the  moment  when 
Durandhad  shown  commiseration  for  the  Savoyard 
captives,  he  had  felt  an  indignation  towards  him 
which  stifled  in  his  breast  the  affection  he  had 
hitherto  felt  for  the  son  of  an  early  friend ;  and 
incapable  of  calculating  the  consequences  of  his 
imprudence,  he  expressed  his  feelings  openly  be- 
fore the  band,  and  sought  to  stimulate  them  to 
the  deeds  of  violence  his  inclinations  dictated. 

Thus  disunion  crept  into  the  ranks.  Durand 
beheld  it  with  regret,  and  the  opportunity  afforded 
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for  its  increase  by  the  present  state  of  inactivity, 
which  gave  no  outlet  for  their  mental  excitement. 

To  move,  however,  from  Bobi  was  impracti- 
cable :  both  Villars  and  Perrier  were  occupied  by 
the  enemy,  and  thus  both  routes  were  cut  off; 
while  they  knew  it  was  in  vain  for  their  larger 
number  to  attempt  the  circuitous  path  where, 
they  hoped,  Arnaud  and  his  little  party  were  now 
successfully  advancing.  Their  exertions  were,  in- 
deed, called  forth  in  occasional  skirmishes  with  the 
convoys  passing  from  Perrier  to  Villars,  or  with 
the  foragers  for  the  reinforcements  of  the  latter 
place ;  but  though  these  incidents  might  serve  to 
rally  their  spirits,  they  could  not  be  of  ultimate 
advantage,  and  Durand  regretted  the  risk  to  which 
his  men  were  thus  exposed. 

On  these  occasions  Le  Bouquetin  was  generally 
the  leader,  and  the  same  shrewdness  and  activity 
with  which  in  former  years  he  had  marvellously 
aided  his  captain  and  friend,  the  renowned  Gia- 
vanello,  still  almost  invariably  ensured  success, 
and  gave  him  an  influence  over  the  men  that 
Durand  beheld  with  disappointment. 
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One  night,  on  returning  to  his  usual  dwelling, 
he  beheld  a  knot  of  mountaineers  assembled, 
whose  angry  gestures  sufficiently  testified  their 
discontent.  He  watched  them.  There  were 
about  eighteen  or  twenty.  Amongst  them  was 
Jean  Frache,  ever  a  mutinous  spirit;  and  chief 
of  the  group,  Onfroi  Vigano  himself.  Approach- 
ing nearer,  he  heard  the  former  say,  "  Were  Ar- 
naud  here  we  should  not  witness  this  weak  inde- 
cision;" while  Le  Bouquetin  replied,  "And  why 
tarry  for  a  stripling's  orders,  you  have  strength 
equal  to  his,  greater  courage,  and  the  same 
divine  commission.  "Wait  not  his  consent,  but 
rush  on  the  foe,  and  we  will  seize  the  laurels  he 
fears  to  win !" 

But  Durand  had  heard  enough,  and  immedi- 
ately rushing  in  the  midst,  exclaimed,  "  Vaudois ! 
I  see  the  object  of  your  secret  meetings,  and  open 
glances  of  defiance,  and  I  stand  before  you  unarmed 
to  receive  at  your  hands  what  violence  you  will, 
but  never  to  give  up  a  commission  your  pastor 
intrusted  me  with.  Say,  then,  boldly,  as  men 
and  mountaineers,  are  that  madman's  words, 
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that  rebel's  accusations  just,  and  have  you  ever 
seen  me  quail  before  the  foe?  Then  choose  me 
as  your  leader  and  obey  me  as  such;  or  point 
your  rifles  at  this  breast,  and  go  tell  Arnaud, 
that  on  the  confines  of  your  own  valleys,  you 
murdered  his  representative ! — I  stand  before  you 
prepared." 

And  Durand  flung  open  his  huntsman's  jacket, 
and  exposed  his  muscular  breast  to  the  fire  of  their 
rifles. 

But  there  was  a  revulsion  of  feeling  as  they 
beheld  gleaming  from  his  eyes,  the  same  noble 
expression  which  had  inspired  them  with  cou- 
rage on  the  bridge  of  Salabertraun,  and  with  a 
simultaneous  shout,  they  exclaimed, 

"Durand!  we  were  wrong:  forget  it,  and 
accept  pur  renewed  allegiance." 

For  a  moment  he  was  silent,  but  then  he  ex- 
tended his  hands,  and  said, 

"  Brethren !  we  are  friends." 

There  was  a  pause,  and  Durand  then  added, 
with  a  sterner  look,  "Jean  Frache,  Onfroi  Vi- 
gano,  hear  me." 
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The  former  sullenly  obeyed,  and  with  just 
severity,  Durand  immediately  deposed  him  from 
the  station  of  command  he  had  occupied,  with  a 
serious  reprimand ;  but  the  latter  eyed  him  with 
a  dogged  look  of  fixed  defiance,  and  said, 

"Young  man,  I  have  fought  abreast  with 
your  father:  I  have  toiled  more  in  this  cause, 
done  more,  seen  more,  suffered  more  than  you ; 
and  yet  you  have  not  listened  to  my  warning, 
nor  obeyed  my  voice.  I  leave  you  to  your  rash 
folly,  and  go  alone  to  seek  the  Pastor;  but  ere  I 
depart,  I  repeat  once  more  my  prophetic  warning, 
that  evil  will  reward  your  weak  presumption !" 

So  saying,  Le  Bouquetm  turned  to  depart, 
taking  with  him  the  rifle,  which  in  the  eyes  of 
of  the  mountaineers,  seemed  endued  with  a 
charmed  influence. 

There  was  a  groan  of  regret;  but  Durand 
stood  there,  and  they  dare  not  then-  oppose  a 
departure  he  evidently  sanctioned. 

This  circumstance  had,  however,  confirmed 
Durand  in  the  opinion  that  the  general  desire 
of  the  troop  was  to  advance  upon  Perrier,  and 


THE  ESCAPE  OF  THE  VAUDOIS.  139 

try  to  force  their  way  through  the  enemy's 
quarters;  and  though  he  saw  the  danger  of  the 
attempt,  and  felt  the  importance  of  success — the 
destruction  which  would  inevitably  befall  the 
cause  and  their  absent  comrades,  should  they 
fail,  he  thought  it  wiser  to  concede,  and  prompted 
too  by  his  own  natural  desire  for  enterprise,  he 
gave  a  willing  consent,  which  delighted  the 
troop. 

A  council  was  immediately  convened  to  make 
the  necessary  arrangements,  and  decide  on  the 
order  of  march;  but  with  a  thrill  of  horror,  the 
cause  of  which  was  best  known  to  himself,  Du- 
rand  was  compelled  to  join  in  their  repeated 
adjurations  to  show  neither  quarter  nor  mercy, 
to  any  of  the  enemy  that  fell  into  their  hands, 
whether  strangers  or  countrymen,  male  or  female, 
of  high  or  low  degree ! 

These  were  added  to  the  customary  form  of 
their  oaths  of  adherence  and  unanimity,  and 
enforced  by  assertions  of  the  injury  they  had 
already  received  from  the  exercise  of  a  weak 
compassion. 
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The  council  ended,  Durand  hurried  to  the 
dwelling  which  Marie  occupied,  to  communi- 
cate to  her  the  result  of  their  deliberations. 

With  the  light  step  of  a  gladness  she  could  not 
conceal,  she  ran  to  greet  him,  and  ere  he  could 
unfold  his  tale,  said, 

"  You  march  to  Perrier,  it  is  decided;  I  have 
heard  the  news,  and  my  heart  prophecies  suc- 
cess !"  Her  eyes  sparkled  as  she  spoke  with  the 
joyous  feeling  which  lends  from  its  own  radiance 
a  light  to  gild  all  around.  "  Yes,"  she  added, 
"  1  feel  sure  of  success,  and  the  reward  of  our 
exertions  awaits  us  in  a  speedy  entry  into  An- 
grogna." 

Her  words,  however,  did  not  cheer  her 
hearer. 

"Angrogna!"  he  rejoined,  "yes,  Marie,  we 
may  re-enter  Angrogna,  if  we  conquer;  but  who 
will  restore  us  the  friends  we  have  lost,  the  hours 
that  are  departed?  and  if  in  this  attempt,  which 
is  fraught  with  uncertainty,  we  fail,  it  is  the 
destruction  of  our  last  hope.  Yet  rather  than 
surrender  where  we  can  only  expect  an  igno- 
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minious  death  or  endless  captivity,  we  must  fight 
to  the  last,  and  thus  ensure  our  escape  from  such 
sufferings  by  the  swords  of  the  foe. 

"  But  you,  Marie,  a  helpless,  defenceless  woman, 
whose  sex  and  beauty  expose  you  even  to  greater 
horrors  than  us,  oh !  what  will  be  your  fate  in  the 
event  of  our  defeat?" 

He  paused,  unable  to  dwell  on  the  painful 
thought,  and,  she  raising  herself  to  the  full 
height  of  her  commanding  figure,  answered, 

"  Durand !  in  the  hour  of  danger,  women  can 
defend  themselves  as  well  as  men;  nor  do  they 
estimate  their  honoiir  at  a  lower  rate  than  you 
do  liberty  and  possessions !" 

He  gazed  at  her  with  secret  admiration,  but 
the  expression  was  that  only  of  the  warmest 
friendship. 

She  changed  the  theme,  and  eagerly  inquired 
into  the  dispositions  of  the  day,  listening  with 
interest  to  the  detail  of  arrangements  her  pecu- 
liar position  had  enabled  her  to  understand ;  but 
when  he  concluded  his  intelligence  with  the  de- 
scription of  the  fierce  resolution  with  which  the 
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men  had  demanded  the  execution  of  the  most 
rigorous  measures  against  every  straggler  of  the 
opposite  party  they  might  capture,  even  includ- 
ing, in  case  of  victory,  the  Marquis  di  Pianezza 
himself,  or  any  of  his  family  occupying  the  castle 
of  Del  Tor,  his  voice  faltered,  and  he  added 
with  bitter  anguish,  "  Marie,  she  is  there,  our 
tenderly  loved  Anima,  the  companion  of  OUT 
young  and  happy  days!  Oh!  remember  the 
scene  we  witnessed  so  lately  in  this  very  place 
— the  sufferer's  cry  of  agony,  the  death-struggle 
which  bathed  our  hands  with  blood;  then  ima- 
gine that  sufferer  to  be  the  gentle  Anima,  that 
shriek  of  anguish  her  silvery  voice!  Such  a 
possibility  renders  even  victory  dreadful ;  I  would 
have  died  for  her,  have  shed  each  lifedrop 
in  her  defence,  and  now,  I  must  be  the  first  to 
lead  a  revengeful  troop  to  devastate  her  dwelling, 
and  destroy  all  she  holds  dear ! 

"  The  next  destination  to  Perrier  is  Pra  del 
Tor ;  while  the  army  of  the  Marquis  de  Parelle  is 
scattered  in  confusion,  we  march  from  thence  to 
the  fortress  which,  occupied  by  Pianezza,  holds 
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his  most  valuable  possessions,  his  ammunition, 
money,  and  yet  dearer  treasures.  A  harsh  vow  has 
been  taken,  to  which  I,  alas !  was  compelled  to  sub- 
scribe, to  spare  neither  youth,  nor  age,  nor  sex, 
nor  rank.  I  see  the  seal  is  set,  and  in  the  victory 
your  heart  has  prophesied,  I  read  the  certainty 
of  a  horror  which  chills  my  soul!  Wretched 
as  I  am,  the  sharpest  pang  is  in  this  heart,  this 
renegade  heart.  Its  love  is  dearer  to  it  than  life, 
but  that  is  not  its  crime.  Its  love  is  dearer  to  it 
than  duty,  and  the  feeling  that  success  must  in- 
volve the  safety  of  Anima,  will  paralyse  my 
power  in  the  hour  of  danger.  Then,  where  will 
be  our  cause,  the  safety  of  such  a  band  as  few 
have  been  privileged  to  command,  when  their 
leader's  arm  refuses  to  strike !  Save  me,  oh !  save 
me  from  a  temptation  beyond  my  strength !" 

He  turned  his  face  towards  her,  it  was  livid 
as  that  .of  death,  and  in  his  bloodshot  eye  and 
convulsed  brow,  she  beheld  a  passion  stronger 
than  she  had  ever  witnessed  before. 

This  was  no  moment  in  which  to  remember 
herself;  her  attention  was  absorbed  in  the  con- 
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temptation  of  his  misery,  and  the  regret  she  felt 
was  for  her  inability  to  save. 

The  impression,  however,  on  her  mind  was,  that 
he  was  wr,ong,  that  he  should  be  roused  to  just 
feelings,  and  this  was  the  only  remedy  she  ought 
now  to  apply ;  but  the  present  moment  was  not 
the  time  in  which  to  stem  the  boiling  torrent 
of  passion  with  the  cold  arguments  of  reason,  she 
remained,  therefore,  silent  for  a  few  moments, 
then,  drawing  near,  whispered, 

"  Tell  me,  Durand,  how  can  I  help  you,  and  I 
will  strain  every  nerve  to  do  so." 

For  a  moment  he  covered  his  face  in  deep 
hesitation  and  then  looking  earnestly  at  her,  said, 
"  Marie,  there  is  a  way  to  help  me — to  save  her 
and  yourself.  A  note,  a  word,  one  sign  of  warning 
declaring  our  strength  might  induce  her  to  seek 
safety  in  flight,  or  what  were  best  of  all,  to  per- 
suade her  lord  to  give  up  a  useless  resistance 
against  men  whose  desperate  fortunes  threaten  cer- 
tain destruction,  and  which  would  be  but  a  waste  of 
life.  Advantage  before  Del  Tor  is  entirely  on  our 
side,  from  our  accurate  knowledge  of  every  secret 
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path  and  every  private  entrance,  an  acquaintance 
which  they  have  had  no  time  to  make :  but  how 
to  get  that  warning  delivered  in  safety  to  her  is 
the  difficulty.  Our  men  imbued  with  chimerical 
suspicions  of  treachery,  are  alive  to  the  most  tri- 
fling movement,  and  to  none  of  them  could  I 
entrust  the  perilous  enterprise.  The  woman  whom 
we  pardoned,  actuated  by  gratitude,  might  un- 
dertake it ;  but  she  might  reveal  too  much,  and 
should  any  of  our  band  discover,  or  even  suspect 
her,  death  would  be  her  immediate  reward. 
Could  I,  dared  I,  absent  myself  for  a  night,  which 
would  be  quite  sufficient  for  the  undertaking,  I 
could  easily  reach  by  secret  paths  the  castle  of 
Del  Tor,  and  contrive,  disguised,  to  give  the  ne- 
cessary warning;  but  I  may  not  leave  the  post 
your  father  intrusted  to  my  care." 

"My  father!"  faltered  Marie,  faintly,  "my 
father!" — but  her  agitation  was  repressed,  and 
gazing  at  him  with  a  solemn  and  earnest  expres- 
sion, she  steadily  whispered,  "  Durand,  I  said,  that 
I  would  strain  every  nerve  in  your  service,  and  / 
will  go ;  I  will  seek  Anima  and  tell  her  what  you 

VOL.  II.  H 
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wish.  Nay,  do  not  interrupt  me,  I  have  no  fears 
for  myself;  my  sex  and  my  solitary  steps  will,  of 
themselves,  be  a  protection;  and,  besides,  life  is 
not  so  precious  in  my  sight,"  she  added,  with 
some  bitterness,  "  that  I  should  weigh  it  against 
the  power  of  usefulness  to  others." 

Her  manner  was  calm,  but  her  voice  was  hoarse 
and  unnatural;  and  but  that  his  own  feelings  en- 
grossed his  attention,  Durand  must  have  seen  a 
sudden  and  visible  alteration  in  her.  But  her 
words  promised  life  to  Anima,  and,  with  the  sel- 
fishness inherent  in  man,  he  regarded  nothing 
else. 

"  Generous  Marie !"  he  exclaimed,  as  she  finished 
speaking;  but  she  motioned  him  to  be  silent,  and 
showed  not  her  usual  delight  at  his  praise.  He 
continued — "  For  yourself,  too,  this  perhaps  is  a 
chance  of  escape,  and  your  anxiety  for  the  safety 
of  another  will  ensure  your  own.  Once  within 
the  walls  of  Del  Tor,  and  under  the  protection  of 
one  who  has  power,  and  will  exert  it  for  the  sake 
of  early  friendship  in  your  behalf,  you  need  not 
fear  the  issue  of  this  eventful  day.  Should  we 
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fall  before  Perrier,  you,  at  least,  will  be  safe,  and 
with  a  friend." 

"  Safe !"  ejaculated  Marie,  "  oh  .talk  not  of  my 
safety;  but  tell  me,  for  the  time  presses,  of  the 
dangers  which  await  me  and  the  means  of  evading 
them,  nor  think  that  I  shall  tarry  at  Del  Tor; 
my  mission  ended,  I  return  to  my  own  people — 
my  own  chosen  path." 

There  was  a  lofiy  decision  in  her  manner  which 
forbade  any  answer,  and  Durand  felt  awed  by  it 
into  a  submission  to  whatever  she  might  direct. 

Her  calmness  did  not  desert  her  for  a  moment 
during  the  subsequent  dialogue,  which  related 
only  to  the  details  of  her  route,  nor  did  any 
hesitating  indecision  indicate  the  feelings  which 
were  struggling  in  her  bosom.  When  he  had 
ended  his  instructions,  Durand  wrote  on  a  slip 
of  paper,  a  few  words  which  he  fancied  might  be 
easier  for  Marie  to  deliver  than  the  verbal  messages, 
which  she  deemed  far  safer.  She  took  them,  bat 
quivered  with  emotion  in  doing  so. 

"  Durand,"  she  said,  "  I  go  this  night,  we 
meet  not  again :  perhaps  if  I  succeed,  to-morrow 

H2 
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will  find  me  once  more  amongst  our  advancing1 
troop  before  Perrier  ;  if  I  fail,  tell  not  my  father 
how;  but  say  that  I  have  died  !" — Her  voice,  the 
tones  of  which  at  first  were  unnaturally  clear,  now 
sunk  to  an  indistinct  whisper ;  but  she  said  no 
more — uttered  no  farewell  word -to  increase  her 
rising  emotion,  nor  suffered  him  by  any  remon- 
strance to  aggravate  the  anguish  with  which  she 
struggled. 

He  addressed  her  as  she  turned  to  depart,  but 
she  silenced  him  with  the  quick  answer — "  Delay 
me  not,  Durand — I  have  preparations  to  make ; 
every  instant  is  precious,  and  the  life  of  Anima 
depends  upon  it." 

He  thought  her  strange,  stern  beyond  her 
usual  custom,  but  his  imagination  suggested  no 
clue  for  the  singularity  of  her  manner  ;  and  he 
saw  her  leave  the  room  with  a  stunned  and  inde- 
finite impression,  which  he  had  no  time  to  analyze, 
ere  he  was  summoned  to  more  important  business. 

When  Marie  reached  the  solitude  of  her 
chamber,  she  felt  the  same  dizzy  sensation  as  those 
do  who  tread  alone,  unfathomed  depths  of  unseen 
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danger.  She  seated  herself  to  regain  breath, 
then  gazed  around  as  if  to  ascertain  her  own 
identity,  and  an  involuntary  shudder  passed 
over  her  frame. 

Her  first  expression  regarded  herself.  "  Fool ! 
fool !  that  I  have  "been,"  she  muttered,  but  with 
an  effort  that  brought  the  blood  in  volumes  to. 
her  face.  She  silenced  the  emotion,  and  burying 
her  head  within  her  hands,  sat  in  deep,  unbroken 
meditation. 

An  hour  passed,  and  still  Marie  moved  not ; 
she  did  not  sleep,  though  the  evening  was  spread- 
ing her  shades  over  the  world,  and  though  her 
quick,  short  breath,  alone  revealed  her  existence. 
To  her,  that  hour  had  passed  rapidly;  for  every 
instant  of  it  had  been  occupied  with  deep  and 
harrowing  reflections. 

At  first,  uncertain  and  vague  as  the  spectral 
shadows  of  the  past,  came  in  quick  succession, 
thoughts  and  forms  dear  to  her  in  early  infancy, 
and  now  riveted  to  her  heart  with  the  stronger 
chains  of  woman's  deepest  feelings,  and  misfor- 
tune's softening  pangs. 
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There,  were  the  first  offerings  of  her  affection, 
nurtured  in  secret,  treasured  through  a  thousand 
dangers,  and  only  registered  in  heaven !  There, 
its  idol,  with  all  the  charms  with  which  imagi- 
nation had  invested  it;  but  with  that  came  the 
lovelier  image,  which  memory,  with  her  faithful 
pencil,  would  portray,  of  the  happy,  beloved 
Anima ;  and  she  recoiled  to  seek  refuge  in  a  holier, 
but  not  less  painful,  recollection — her  father  ! 
her  gray-haired  father,  whose  every  wish,  till 
now,  had  been  the  polar-star  of  her  actions; 
whose  absence  at  this  moment  strengthened  his 
claims  on  her  obedience.  Not  least,  came  to  the 
recollections  of  the  Vaudois  maiden,  the  common 
cause,  the  brave  enterprise,  the  many  ties  of  her 
countrymen  to  their  mutual  land,  and  in  com- 
parison with  which,  those  of  him  she  loved, 
totally  faded. 

"  And  I,"  suddenly  she  exclaimed,  "  I  shall 
desert  them,  perhaps  betray  them,  into  the  hands 

of  foes,  for  the  sake  of  one "  she  hesitated, 

as  she  added,  "of  one,  who  prefers  his  indi- 
vidual affections  to-- — them !  I,  the  daughter 
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of  their  rightful  leader,  the  last  of  a  long  un- 
swerving line,  have  promised  —  ay,  promised, 
to  do  that,  which  is  treachery  in  their  eyes!'"" 
Again  she  paused,  and  was  wrapped  in  a  silence 
Indicating  feelings  too  intense  for  words;  but  the 
expression  of  her  features  relaxed,  and  love  re- 
asserted its  delusive  power- 
Once  more  she  recalled  the  image  of  Durand; 
and,  with  her  wonted  appreciation  of  him,  camt 
distrust  of  herself.  She  probed  her  own  bosom, 
and,  suspecting  a  lurking  jealousy  of  her  rival, 
condemned  each  movement  that  led  her  to  re- 
voke the  fatal  promise  she  had  given,  ere  it  was 
too  late. 

The  emotion  was  an  individual  one,  and  strong 
in  proportion ;  it  led  her  on  with  the  irresistible 
impulse  of  a  false  generosity,  to  the  rash  act,  which 
self-sacrifice  rendered  fascinating  in  her  eyes.  Her 
passions,  those  strongest  incentives  of  our  actions, 
were  all  awake;  and  she  had  not,  or  sought  not 
time,  to  call  in  the  strong  aid  of  reason,  to  make 
the  balance  true,  and  restore  harmony  to  a  mind, 
whose  tendencies  were  all  good. 
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In  that  tumultuous  state  of  feeling,  she  did 
not  perceive  the  indication  of  her  judgment  being 
warped,  in  her  unwillingness  to  stay  and  probe 
its  depths,  or  she  would  never  have  consented  to 

• 

a  step  at  which,  even  at  first  sight,  reason  stag- 
gered, and  which  reflection  must  have  disap- 
proved. But,  in  that  whirlwind  of  her  heart,  two 
feelings  reigned  supreme,  the  remembrance  that 
she  had  promised  to  visit  Del  Tor,  and  that  her 
doing  so  was  a  sacrifice  for  Durand;  and  these  led 
her  on  through  every  preparation,  and  cheered 
away  the  dark  cloud  which  rose  at  the  remem- 
brance of  her  father. 

The  first  rays  of  morning  light  were  scarcely 
perceptible  in  the  grey  horizon,  when  Marie 
wrapped  herself  in  a  cloak  she  had  borrowed  from 
the  sister  of  Jean  Gras,  whose  ample  folds  con- 
cealed her  figure  and  national  costume,  and  the 
hood  of  which,  drawn  over  her  head  and  face, 
materially  altered  her  appearance.  There  was  a 
voice  without,  a  step  she  knew  to  be  Durand's ; 
and,  with  a  strong  impulse  to  evade  him,  she  has- 
tily left  the  chamber,  rushed  down  the  flight  of 
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•stairs,  and  barring  the  door  behind  her,  stood  in 
the  open  air. 

Her  journey  was  begun — her  promise  about  to 
be  fulfilled,  when  she  heard  him  entering  by 
the  other  side  of  the  house,  and  calling  for  her 
with  the  most  endearing  epithets,  which  once 
were  so  musical  to  her  ear,  but  which  now 
sounded  discordant.  She  congratulated  herself 
•on  her  escape,  as  if  it  had  been  from  the  greatest 
«vil  which  had  awaited  her  perilous  attempt,  and 
then  stole  with  a  precipitate  step  across  the  plain 
behind  Bobi.  One  feeling  then  possessed  her 
mind — the  fear  of  discovery,  the  dread  of  being 
forced  back  by  her  own  party,  ere  she  could 
make  one  effort  for  Durand, 

The  indistinct  shadows  of  night  had  not  yet 
dispersed,  and  the  thick  veil  of  the  morning 
mist  favoured  concealment,  while  all,  but  the 
few  appointed  watchers  of  the  night  were  still 
sunk  in  sleep. 

She  passed  the  outposts — she  fled  along  the 
plain,  and  was  safe  ;  but  no  lifted  prayer  or 
thanksgiving  showed  that  that  flight  was  in  a 
H3 
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hallowed  cause,  and  Marie's  cheek,  which  had 
never  changed  before  a  friend,  now  grew  pale, 
at  the  thought  of  the  Vaudois  and  Angrogna ! 

For  the  rest  of  her  path  she  feared  less ;  en- 
thusiasm excited  her,  if  indeed  she  contemplated 
death,  to  think  she  could  meet  it  with  courage. 
Her  own  view  of  the  case  differed  widely  from 
Durand's :  he  imagined  that  she  could  penetrate, 
without  much  difficulty,  into  the  castle,  which 
he  believed  was  only  occupied  by  the  family  of 
Pianezza,  and  that  she  might  remain  there  in 
security  till  the  fury  of  the  storm  had  passed  ; 
but  though  fearless  of  her  solitary  path,  which 
she  thought  was  only  known  to  herself,  she  was 
aware  that  her  arrival  at  Del  Tor  would  be  sur- 
rounded by  danger,  and  that  it  was  highly  im- 
probable that  she  could  enter  there  undiscovered. 
Still  she  rejoiced  to  be  the  chosen  depositary  of 
secrets  which,  as  they  involved  the  safety  of  the 
Vaudois'  cause,  were  best  confided  to  the  keep- 
ing of  one  who,  she  felt,  had  courage  to  die 
rather  than  betray  them  ;  and  she  determined 
that  if,  indeed,  she  should  succeed  so  far  as  to 
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divulge  to  Aniina  alone,  the  information  neces- 
sary to  her  safety,  she  would  then  instantly  set 
out  to  rejoin  her  countrymen,  even  amidst  dan- 
gers which  threatened  torture  and  death.  "  Our 
expectation,"  she  reasoned  within  herself,  "  is 
to  die;  our  hope,  to  re-enter  Angrogna!  and 
shall  they  be  there,  in  those  beloved  valleys,  and 
I  voluntarily  remain  in  the  stranger's  hand?  Un- 
feeling Durand !  how  little  can  you  know  me, 
that  you  shoidd  think  it  possible !  Words  could 
not,  perhaps,  convince  thee,  but  actions  must !" 
This  nerved  her  heart,  lent  elasticity  to  her 
steps,  and  cheered  her  on  her  gloomy  path, 
which,  to  a  mind  less  elevated  than  hers  was 
at  that  moment,  teemed  with  objects  of  real 
danger  and  involuntary  terrors. 

On  she  sped;  nor  did  her  slackening  footsteps 
falter  on  the  mountain-side's  steep  ascent — through 
the  dark  green  shade  of  the  copse  of  pines  where 
Alpine  hunters  sometimes  fear  to  meet  the  tusky 
boar,  and  where  the  unbeaten  track  offers  a 
tangled  and  uncertain  footing  to  the  animal,  who 
alone  claims  the  right  of  piercing  its  depth,  by 
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the  slippery  verge  of  the  brawling  stream,  whose 
spray  breaking  over  each  impending  rock,  casts 
a  humid  mist  around. 

On  she  sped ;  till  the  gloomy  towers,  with  their 
deep  gray  embrasures,  rose  on  her  view,  like 
threatening  apparitions,  frowning  as  if  to  warn 
her,  in  death-like  silence,  against  entering  their 
precincts,  or  tempting  by  her  rash  eiforts,  the 
darker  spirits  within. 

Marie  paused,  and  looked  up  as  she  saw  the 
turrets  of  the  castle  immediately  before  her.  The 
next  turn  of  the  road  would  bring  it  fully  in 
view;  and  for  a  moment  she  stopped  to  summon 
up  her  acutest  ingenuity  and  remembrance,  to 
assist  her  in  choosing  the  best  mode  of  entrance. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  Marchioness  de  Pianezza  on  reaching  her 
husband's  ancestral  possessions  in.  Piedmont, 
found  that  her  gloomiest  anticipations  were  cor- 
rect. Hers  was  not  one  of  those  spirits  which 
can  find  in  their  own  powers,  a  resource  in  the 
dullness  of  solitary  existence.  From  her  earliest 
youth,  Anima  had  been  surrounded  either  by 
indulgent  friends,  or  a  flattering  crowd,  whose 
aim  had  been  to  gild  her  hours.  During  the 
young  days  she  had  passed  in  Angrogna,  Marie, 
Durand,  the  pastor  himself,  had  made  her  the 
object  of  solicitude;  and  in  a  riper  age  the 
Baroness  de  Saony  had  neglected  no  effort  to 
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• 
save  her  from  those  precious  opportunities  of 

self-dependence,  which  can  alone  preserve  ua 
from  that  most  unfortunate  of  dislikes,  a  dislike 
of  solitude. 

She  had  expected  a  continuance  of  such  atten- 
tions in  her  married  life ;  and  with  the  natural 
tendency  of  a  warm  disposition  to  offer  up  its 
full  tribute  of  affection  to  the  being  so  closely 
united  to  her,  she  was  ready  to  attach  herself 
with  all  the  devotion  of  her  national  character, 
in  return  for  the  slightest  evidence  of  fondness 
on  her  husband's  part.  But  she  could  little  un- 
derstand his  character,  or  sympathize  in  his 
tastes,  which  might  have  explained  his  apparent 
coldness. 

From  infancy,  the  Marquis  de  Pianezza  had 
been  nurtured  by  his  grandmother,  the  friend 
and  coadjutrix  of  the  cruel  Duchess  Christina  of 
Savoy,  who  severe  in  all  beside,  only  relaxed 
her  stern  discipline  in  favour  of  her  young  charge ; 
and  by  a  strange  inconsistency  of  character, 
though  she  did  not  shrink  from  deluging  the 
whole  country  in  blood,  because  they  differed 
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from  her  in  faith,  yet  trembled  at  the  slightest 
menace  of  injury  to  her  grandchild.  Tyrannical 
even  in  her  indulgence,  she  had  restrained  him 
from  every  favourite  sport  of  boyhood,  and  sought 
to  make  up  for  these  restrictions  by  lavishing  on 
him  the  softest  luxuries. 

Thus  thwarted,  the  child's  inclinations  strength- 
ened with  age,  and  loathing  the  substitutes  she 
offered  for  the  bold  pastimes  he  sighed  for,  he 
adopted  from  opposition  the  spartan  habits  of  a 
soldier,  and  ardently  longed  for  the  time  when, 
emancipated  from  her  control,  he  could  follow 
the  bent  of  a  naturally  earnest  and  masculine 
disposition. 

His  tastes  thus  formed,  the  young  man  beheld 
with  aversion,  except  when  displayed  in  military 
pomp,  the  gauds  and  elegancies  of  life,  and  at  a 
later  age  looked  down  with  sovereign  contempt 
on  the  paraphernalia  of  a  court.  Pet  spaniels, 
mandolins,  courtiers,  and  civilians,  were  classed 
together  as  objects  of  his  detestation,  and  his  mind 
ever  wandered  thence  to  the  camp  and  its  stirring 
incidents. 
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Keen  in  his  judgment,  vigorous  in  his  deci- 
sion, Pianezza  was  fitted  for  the  business,  not  the 
poetry  of  life.  His  was  not  a  spirit  to  tolerate 
the  weakness  of  others,  and  though  not  essentially 
unkind,  he  could  not  endure  any  unnecessary  op- 
position to  his  will ;  and  yielding  to  the  impatience 
it  aroused,  he  shaded  by  his  ungovernable  fits  of 
anger,  the  better  points  of  a  character  which,  strong 
and  generous,  reserved  itself  for  important  occa- 
sions, and  made  him  despise  any  outward  display 
of  sensibility  in  others,  and  carefully  avoid  it 
in  himself. 

Occupied  with  weighty  affairs,  he  had  neither 
time  nor  inclination  to  exhibit  the  affection  he 
really  felt  for  his  wife,  by  any  trifling  proofs,  and 
she  fancying  he  cared  not  for  her,  on  her  part 
recoiled  with  the  morbid  sensitiveness  of  disap- 
pointed love,  and  sought  to  fill  up  the  void  with 
those  light  scenes  ofvanity,  which  were,  however, 
unavailing  to  cheer  her  regrets. 

On  leaving  Turin  she  parted  with  all  the  occu- 
pation of  her  existence.  In  Piedmont  she  knew 
she  must  expect  no  friend  to  minister  to  her  real, 
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or  sympathize  with  her  imaginary  woes ;  while  of 
herself  she  was  unable  to  carve  out  an  employ- 
ment, even  from  the  fertile  materials  of  a  mind 
really  gifted  with  talent,  sufficient  to  wile  away 
the  tedious  hours  which  awaited  her  in  Pra  del 
Tor. 

It  is  said  that  the  solitary  captive  will  even 
turn  to  the  spider  in  his  cell  for  companionship  ; 
and  the  Marchioness  de  Pianezza  began  to  dis- 
cover one  bosom  near  her,  on  which  she  might 
lean  without  shame  or  regret,  in  that  of  her 
attendant. 

By  her  inobtrusive  and  respectful  attention, 
Victorine  had  gained  the  good  will  of  her  mis- 
tress, who  had  detected  compassion  in  the  silent 
attentions  of  her  waiting-maid,  during  the  long 
journey  from  Turin,  nor  did  she  scorn  to  derive 
comfort  from  it. 

The  day  was  unseasonably  cold  and  foggy  when 
the  cavalcade  of  the  Marquis  reached  the  castle. 
Few  who  have  felt  the  influence  of  physical  sen- 
sations, will  not  acknowledge  how  far  more 
gloomily  the  unexpected  chill  of  a  cold  day  in 
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summer  strikes  on  the  heart,  than  the  more  in- 
clement weather  of  a  duller  season.  Anima  gazed 
through  the  apertures  of  the  cumbrous  vehicle 
which  conveyed  her  over  spots,  alas !  too  familiar 
to  her  remembrance,  and  shuddered  as  the  scenes 
which  required  all  the  warmth  of  genial  sunshine 
to  lighten  into  beauty  their  sublime  features  met 
her  eye,  now  wrapped  in  a  misty  shroud. 

The  wind  whistled  over  the  mountains  with  a 
mournful  sound  ;  the  deep  grey  sky  gave  a  leaden 
tint  to  the  dark  woods  around,  and  even  the 
foaming  waters  of  the  Felice  refused  to  sparkle, 
as  they  broke  over  their  rocky  bed. 

She  turned  from  the  view  with  a  deep  and 
shuddering  sigh.  It  was  the  land  of  her  birth, 
and  those  woods,  those  ice-capped  hills  that 
bounded  the  horizon,  alone  divided  her  from  the 
valley  where  her  youth  had  been  spent  amongst 
adoring  friends,  but  none  of  whom  were  there 
to  welcome  her.  She  would  have  wept,  but  had 
no  tears  to  shed;  and  it  was  with  that  sense  of 
desolation  which  makes  us  feel  alone  and  sepa- 
rated from  all  our  race,  that  she  descended  from 
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her  carriage,  and  passed  through  the  crowd  of 
armed  and  obsequious  attendants  which  lined  her 
passage  into  the  castle  of  Del  Tor. 

Agonizing  as  may  be  our  remembrance  of  the 
past,  it  cannot  strike  our  hearts  with  the  vivid- 
ness of  the  present,  and  at  that  moment  her 
painful  feelings  were  increased,  by  the  sense  of 
desertion  caused  by  the  neglect  of  the  Marquis, 
who  was  not  there  to  present  her  himself  to  his 
long-deserted  home.  He  was,  in  fact,  bringing 
up  the  stragglers  from  his  wearied  detachment, 
and  quartering  the  men  in  their  cantonments. 

An  aged  servant,  who  seemed  to  have  been  its 
only  tenant  till  the  arrival  of  the  attendants  em- 
ployed to  give  it  some  air  of  comfort,  led  the  way, 
through  many  an  arched  passage  to  the  gloomy 
apartments,  of  which  henceforth  she  was  to  be 
mistress.  These  were  spacious,  but  destitute  in 
proportion  to  their  size,  of  all  the  luxuries  which 
may  give  cheerfulness  to  the  interior  of  the 
dreariest  abode.  Oaken  panels,  which  had  bor- 
rowed from  age  a  deeper  hue,  and  a  polished 
mahogany  floor  were  relieved  by  heavy  folds  of 
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dark  drapery ;  while  from  the  window,  the  eye 
rested  on  a  prospect  ever  too  magnificent  to  be 
gay,  and  which  in  tempestuous  weather  was  awful 
in  the  character  of  its  beauty. 

"  Stay,  Victorine,  stay;  leave  me  not  alone  in 
this  melancholy  room,"  said  the  Marchioness  in 
an  imploring  tone,  as  the  former  prepared  to  seek 
another  apartment.  Victorine  obeyed,  and  turn- 
ing towards  her,  Anima  burst  into  an  agony  of 
hysteric  sobs. 

At  this  moment  the  Marquis  entered,  tired  with 
his  journey  and  subsequent  cares,  impressed  per- 
haps, equally  with  his  wife,  by  the  gloominess  of  his 
new  abode,  and  annoyed  at  the  unpleasant  reports 
of  the  success  of  the  Vaudois,  with  which  the 
party  who  had  preceded  his  arrival  immediately 
assailed  him.  Was  this  a  moment,  thought  he, 
for  her  to  obtrude  upon  him  her  idle  regrets  for 
Turin !  regrets  too,  which  he  attributed  to  most 
unworthy  motives. 

He  gazed  at  her  with  contempt,  and  muttered 
some  indistinct  sarcasm  on  woman's  weakness  ; 
but  Anima  had  pride  enough  to  resent  unkind- 
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ness,  and  imposing  a  forced  restraint  on  her 
feelings,  rose,  and  left  him  in  possession  of  that 
lonely  chamber. 

Beyond  the  first  momentary  feeling  of  deso- 
lation, the  Marquis  had  no  unpleasant  sensations 
on  visiting  Del  Tor.  He  came  for  a  particular 
object,  and  that  object  engrossed  his  attention. 
He  had  abundance  of  occupation  in  the  discip- 
line and  inspection  of  his  troop ;  and,  moreover, 
had  brought  with  him  some  younger  officers  to 
share  the  hospitable  board,  as  well  as  the  hour 
of  danger;  and  when  he  sat  down  with  them 
to  a  repast  as  plentiful  and  luxurious  as  circum- 
stances would  admit,  and  their  spirits  rose  in  pro- 
portion to  their  good  cheer,  he  felt  but  little 
difference  between  his  residence  there  and  at 
Turin. 

To  the  arrogant  and  thoughtless  young  spirits 
around  him,  the  accounts  of  the  Vaudois'  suc- 
cesses were  rather  a  pleasant  incitement  to  enter- 
prise, than  a  subject  which  demanded  their  serious 
attention;  nor  dreamt  they  for  a  moment  that 
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their  gallant  and  well-accoutred  troops  could  be 
daunted  by  so  insignificant  a  foe.  They  spoke 
of  the  Vaudois  in  the  most  opprobrious  terms; 
and  when,  on  hearing  fresh  instances  of  their 
courage,  and  as  it  was  deemed  miraculous  suc- 
cess, the  soldiers  crossed  themselves  with  super- 
stitious dread,  they  would  gaze  with  a  triumphant 
smile  on  the  martial  bearing  and  glittering  ac- 
coutrements of  their  men,  as  if  to  ask  if  the  fa- 
natic confidence  of  their  opponents  could  be  any 
match  for  these  ? 

The  Marquis,  indeed,  with  the  wisdom  of  ex- 
perience, regarded  more  seriously  the  advance  of 
the  Vaudois,  and  appreciated  more  correctly  the 
panic  their  name  had  struck  into  every  opposing 
force ;  and  therefore  he  determined  not  to  gratify 
the  wishes  of  his  officers,  by  at  once  sallying 
forth  against  them,  but  to  wait  until  he  should 
have  obtained  further  supplies  of  arms  and  am- 
munition from  Savoy. 

Meanwhile,  his  party  wiled  away  their  hours 
in  sword  play,  games  of  chance,  and  drinking; 
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and  sounds  of  their  revelry  pierced  through  the 
ancient  walls  of  the  building,  far  different  from 
what  they  had  but  lately  witnessed. 

While  this  continued,  Anima  had  rigidly  con- 
fined herself  to  her  own  apartment,  reverting  in 
her  fits  of  despondency,  to  days  long  vanished. 
But  her  sorrow  was  morbid,  and,  as  yet,  produced 
no  salutary  effect  on  her  heart.  She  wept  more 
for  the  remembrance  that  she  had  been  a  Vau- 
dois,  than  that  she  had  deserted  their  cause.  Ima- 
gination, that  dangerous  emotion,  the  gilded 
illusions  of  which  require  reason's  aid  to  outweigh 
their  power,  would  restore  the  past,  in  colours 
brighter  than  their  reality;  and,  laying  the  truth 
of  Memory  to  sleep,  represented*  her  to  herself  as 
an  object  of  the  tenderest  pity,  involuntarily  torn 
from  all  she  held  dear. 

There  was  no  friend  at  hand  sufficiently  ac- 
quainted with  Anima's  history,  to  remind  her  that 
she  had  been  a  willing  renegade,  and  was  now 
wasting,  in  idle  regrets,  time  that  was  given  for 
repentance  and  atonement. 

Victorine,  with  natural  discrimination,  guessed 
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the  real  cause  of  her  mistress's  sorrow,  and  was 
thus  enabled  to  utter  occasional  consolation, 
drawn  from  the  holiest  source,  which  poured  into 
her  mind  that  light  of  truth,  whose  radiance,  even 
in  earlier  days,  she  had  followed,  rather  than  un- 
derstood, in  the  very  land  where  her  husband  was 
about  to  endeavour  to  prevent  its  shining. 

Anima  fretted  till  she  became  ill ;  and  sickness 
brought  the  advantages  solitude  had  failed  to  do. 
It  softened  the  hardness  of  her  feelings,  rendered 
them  gentler,  even  to  her  husband,  and  more  just. 
She  sent  for  him ;  he  came  and  found  her  more 
lovely  in  her  drooping  condition,  than  when 
sparkling  with  beauty,  an  object  for  a  court  to 
gaze  on.  Like  the  pale  autumn  rose,  blooming 
when  brighter  flowers  have  faded,  she  seemed, 
within  those  rugged  walls,  a  claimant  on  his  com- 
passion— a  dependant  on  his  tenderness  alone; 
and  the  embrace  with  which  he  saluted  her,  re- 
called the  first  feelings  of  affection  he  had  felt  for 
her.  But,  alas !  for  human  nature — for  its  waver- 
ings between  good  and  evil !  As  the  husband 
gazed  on  the  pale  countenance  of  his  wife,  came 
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the  serpent  suggestion  of  a  jealous  mind,  to  poison 
the  current  of  emotion. 

"  She  mourns  for  her  friends  at  Turin,"  thought 
he;  and,  with  a  voice  hesitating  between  forced 
generosity  and  real  indignation,  he  said — 

"  Anima,  I  cannot  see  you  thus  wretched  at 
sharing  my  destiny;  return  to  Turin,  and  pur- 
sue," he  added,  with  a  heightened  colour,  "  the 
course  of  life  in  which  you  will  soon  forget  my 
existence." 

The  words  were  harsh,  but  they  brought  the 
light  of  an  explanation  she  had  not  expected; 
and,  subdued  as  she  was  by  illness,  she  answered 
with  a  gentleness,  which,  at  any  other  time,  would 
have  been  incompatible  with  her  quick  resent- 
ment of  injustice. 

."Pianezza,  you  misjudge  me.  These  tears 
have  a  deeper  source  than  regret  for  Turin,  or 
aught  it  ever  held  for  me ;  and,  could  you  scan 
my  heart,  you  would  discover  that  it  is  in  your 
power  to  render  the  dreariest  abode  welcome  to 
me." 

He  was  touched,  and  she  continued — 

VOL.  II.  I 
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"  When  you  wooed  me  for  your  bride,  my 
origin,  my  early  education,  was  not  concealed 
from  you;  and  yet  you  expect  me  to  be  happy, 
whilst  I  see  my  own  country  about  to  be  deluged 
in  blood,  by  a  hand  so  closely  united  with  mine, 
and  whilst  I  daily  expect  to  hear  of  the  massacre 
of  those  dearest  to  me  in  life. 

"  Pianezza,  their  cries  for  liberty  have  rent 
these  dungeon  walls,  whilst  I  was  steeped  in  heed- 
less mirth.  Again  the  moment  approaches  when, 
if  not  fortunate  in  death,  they  may  pine  away 
their  existence  in  hopeless  captivity.  They  were 
my  early,  my  only  friends;  and  my  heart  yearns, 
my  soul  shudders,  at  their  remembrance,  with  a 
bitterness  you  cannot  guess." 

"  Anima,"  replied  her  husband,  "  I  pity  you, 
and  I  deplore  the  weakness  which  leads  you  to 
commiserate  the  rebellious  and  fanatic  race  your 
iaith  condemns  and  enjoins  you  to  punish;  but 
not  even  your  remonstrances  will  ever  move  me 
from  the  duty  which  religion  and  my  sovereign 
demand.  These  Barbets,  agents  of  the  devil, 
must  expiate  the  cold-blooded  murders  with  which 
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my  last  despatches  teem ;  and  the  hope  that  my 
resolution  may  atone  for  your  weakness  will  nerve 
my  arm  to  yet  stronger  exertions.  Speak,  there- 
fore, no  more  in  their  favour,  but  rather  seek  for- 
giveness for  your  error  in  having  pitied  them ! 
Nay,  my  wife,  weep  not;  your  smiles  are  more 
due  to  me  than  your  tears  are  to  them;  and  if 
you  would  preserve  an  affection  which,  indeed, 
lias  been  only  veiled  by  circumstances,  and  anxious 
duties,  hide  not  yourself  thus  from  me,  but  join 
our  circle,  and  let  me  glory  in  my  bride  as  the 
mistress  of  Del  Tor." 

Anima  sighed  with  the  dejection  of  an  unsa- 
tisfied heart,  but  she  felt  it  was  a  duty  to  comply 
with  his  request,  and  to  fill  the  place  he  assigned 
her  in  his  ancient  hall,  as  the  arbitress  of  its  hos- 
pitalities and  amusements. 

She  appeared,  and  was  the  wonder  of  all  who 
gazed,  the  idol  of  all  who  surrounded  her;  and 
naturally  fond  of  adulation,  her  spirits  rose  under 
its  influence ;  and  though  so  near  Angrogna,  there 
were  moments  in  which  it  was  wholly  forgotten. 

A  suspicious  character  is  never  without  an  im- 
i  2 
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aginary  cause  to  feed  its  fancies,  and  the  Marquis 
di  Pianezza  never  beheld  a  shadow  on  the  brow 
of  his  beautiful  wife,  without  assigning  to  it  some 
mysterious  cause.  The  remembrance  of  her  words, 
"  that  the  Vaudois  were  her  dearest  friends," 
would  often  cross  his  mind  with  a  dark  and  ter- 
rible doubt. 

Their  unaccountable  success,  their  extraordinary 
foreknowledge  of  the  movements  of  the  enemy, 
which  the  ignorant  attributed  to  their  confederacy 
with  supernatural  powers,  might  it  not  be  more 
justly  imputed  to  the  assistance  of  some  earthly 
friend?  And  should  his  wife,  should  any  of  his 
own  adherents  have  been  that  too  faithful  friend, 
how  bitter,  how  fatal  should  be  their  punishment ! 

In  corroboration  of  these  suspicions  came  hourly 
and  exaggerated  reports  of  the  Vaudois'  successes, 
and  the  Marquis  began  to  feel  how  impotent 
would  be  the  force  of  arms  against  that  of 
treachery. 

At  this  juncture  arrived  the  news  of  the  cap- 
ture of  Bobi,  and  the  defeat  and  death  of  the 
Baron  de  Chouat,  at  Villars;  and  when  his  in- 
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formant  told  him,  with  a  shudder,  of  the  miracu- 
lous flame  of  fire  in  which  report  stated  the 
Vaudois  to  have  fallen  upon  the  town,  the  smile 
of  contempt  with  which  he  listened,  changed  to 
a  more  withering  expression  as  he  reflected  that 
other  agents  than  those  of  darkness  might  have 
assisted  their  cause.  Agents,  who  after  all,  were 
like  them,  heretics ! 

Suspecting  treachery  himself,  the  Marquis  re- 
doubled his  vigilance,  and  discovering,  through  the 
means  of  spies,  the  brave  pursuit  of  Durand  after 
the  troops  of  De  Chouat,  he  sent  the  reinforce- 
ment, whose  arrival  at  Villars  so  fatally  destroyed 
the  fruits  of  the  Vaudois'  previous  success. 

Exasperated  by  every  fresh  account  of  the 
skirmish,  he  determined  to  wait  for  three  days 
the  expected  supplies,  and  then  march  to  the 
assistance  of  the  Marquis  de  Parelles,  at  Perrier, 
with  a  stern  resolution  to  exterminate  every  man 
who  should  attempt  to  pass.  It  was  the  wish  of 
his  party  to  seek  Perrier  at  once,  but  the  Marquis, 
with  characteristic  obstinacy,  refused  to  start  one 
hour  before  the  appointed  time ;  while,  for  reasons 
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he  locked  within  his  own  breast,  he  forbade  any 
mention  of  the  design  before  the  Marchioness. 

"  To-morrow,"  said  he  to  the  assembled  troop. 
"  we  start  for  certain  victory.  Let  us  drink  suc- 
cess to  our  arms,  and  destruction  to  the  heretics, 
in  this  our  last  evening's  banquet.  I  will  have 
the  choicest  cheer,  the  gayest  hopes  to  raise  our 
spirits  for  the  enterprise;  but  remember,  no  allu- 
sion must  awaken  the  attention  of  the  fair  mis- 
tress who  will  preside,  to  anticipations  which 
would  blanch  her  cheek,  and  chill  her  heart  with 
fear." 

The  evening  came,  Anima  obeyed  her  hus- 
band's behest,  and  clad  in  her  most  festal  attire 
presided  at  the  banquet. 

Stately  was  the  spacious  hall  in  which  «it  was 
held,  and  well  suited  to  the  martial  attire  of  the 
guests.  Banners  waved  above  their  heads,  bright 
helmets  and  glittering  shields  hung  in  striking 
contrast  upon  the  dark,  panelled  walls,  and  the 
vases  of  chased  gold  glittered  upon  the  table.  But 
above  it  all,  shone  the  queen  of  this  splendour,  as 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  her  handsome  and  powerful 
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lord,  Anima  entered,  and  every  cavalier  rose  to 
greet  her  with  lowly  respect.  A  dress  of  the  palest 
azure  satin  hung  in  graceful  folds  around  her, 
while  a  silvery  veil  of  dazzling  whiteness,  fastened 
by  a  golden  coronet  around  the  dark  tresses  of 
her  hair,  fell  over  her  like  a  gossamer  cloud,  giv- 
ing fresh  beauty  to  the  exquisite  symmetry  of  her 
figure;  and  from  her  throat,  a  costly  chain  of 
pearls  supported  the  diamond  cross  with  which 
the  Baroness  de  Saony  had  sealed  the  renuncia- 
tion of  her  faith. 

Bending  in  gracious  recognition  of  their 
homage  as  she  passed,  Aniina  seated  herself  on 
a  kind  of  throne  at  the  upper  end  of  the  apart- 
ment, and  looked  at  once,  its  mistress  and  its 
queen. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  banquet  had  lasted  long,  rich  and  various 
had  been  the  viands,  which  according  to  the  taste 
of  the  age  had  adorned  it;  nor  was  gay  discourse 
or  cheerful  laughter  wanting ;  and  though  a  close 
observer  might  have  detected  the  passing  signs  of 
deeper  thoughts  on  the  brow  of  the  proud  host, 
or  of  unquiet  apprehension  in  the  looks  of  the 
various  attendants  who  ministered  to  the  guests, 
the  general  appearance  was  all  of  joyous  hospi- 
tality. The  soft  ringing  laughter  of  the  lovely 
Marchioness  was  heard  to  mingle  with  the  deeper 
tones  of  the  manly  voices  around:  and  her  eye 
flashed  brighter,  and  her  cheek  deepened  with 
a  lovelier  hue,  as  the  gay  cavaliers  whispered  soft 
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nothings  in  her  ear,  or  even  ventured  glances  of 
admiration,  which  were  not  unpleasing  to  their 
object. 

We  have  before  noticed  that  Anima  loved 
adulation,  that  she  had  long  resided  among  those 
who  did  not  think  it  derogatory  to  female  mo- 
desty, that  the  ear  should  love  its  own  praise,  the 
eye  seek  the  tribute  paid  to  it,  and  the  tongue 
join  in  the  light  jest  and  free  repartee. 

Freely  this  evening  she  dispensed  her  smiles 
to  all,  and  yet  each  flattered  himself  he  received 
some  distinguishing  mark  of  favour.  But  one 
more  than  the  rest  most  experienced  the  dan- 
gerous captivation  of  her  beauty,  and  most  boldly 
pressed  within  its  magic  circle.  Young,  fearless, 
and  enthusiastic,  the  young  Count  de  Parat  was 
the  favourite  of  all  who  knew  him ;  but  though 
liberal  to  him  in  every  other  gift,  fortune  had 
denied  him  that  of  affluence;  his  profession  was 
his  only  pecuniary  resource,  and  in  those  days 

v 

when  honour  was  the  only  guerdon  of  merit,  but 
a  scanty  one.     As  a  follower  and  a  favourite  of 
the  generous  Marquis  di  Pianezza,  the  young 
I  3 
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Count  could  not  indeed  lack  any  luxury,  and  his 
appointments  were  as  glittering,  his  pursuits  as 
easily  followed,  as  those  of  many  a  richer  officer 
of  the  corps;  and  so  long  as  he  received  as  a 
friend's  gift  the  tokens  of  the  Marquis's  mu- 
nificence, it  galled  not  his  spirit;  for  his  heart 
appreciated  the  krge  returns  of  friendship,  at  a 
higher  rate  than  the  pecuniary  offerings  of  gene- 
rosity. Lately,  however,  new  feelings  had  risen 
in  his  bosom,  and  he  began  to  view  the  character 
of  his  friend,  which  at  first,  imagination  had  en- 
dowed with  every  attractive  quality,  in  a  far  less 
glowing  light.  Amongst  many  startling  points 
that  awoke  his  disapprobation,  was  the  harsh  and 
imperious  bearing  of  the  Marquis  towards  the 
gentle  and  interesting  wife,  whose  fascination 
seemed  only  the  more  increased  by  his  behaviour. 
This  day  Anima  had  been  more  attractive  than 
ever,  and  when  on  the  increasing  excitement  of 
the  convivial  meeting,  she  rose  to  leave  the  ban- 
quet, more  than  one  bosom  beat  with  involuntary 
homage.  With  a  respect  which  might  have  been 
observed  towards  a  queen  in  the  plenitude  of  her 
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power,  the  surrounding  nobles  bent  in  lowly 
reverence  to  her,  as  again,  conducted  by  her  lord, 
Anima  passed  through  the  long  file  of  officers  and 
attendants  which  lined  her  passage  to  the  door; 
from  whence,  turning  to  take  leave  and  acknow- 
ledge their  courtesy,  she  waved  her  delicate  hand, 
with  a  grace  which  won  an  irrepressible  burst  of 
applause  from  her  throng  of  admirers.  The  door 
closed  on  her  retiring  figure,  excluding  her  from 
their  gaze,  but  the  impression  she  left  was  indeli- 
ble; and  with  the  enthusiasm  of  an  age  in  which 
chivalry  was  not  extinct,  they  felt  that  for  such 
a  mistress  their  life  blood  might  well  indeed  be 
shed. 

Unconsciously,  Anima  had  that  evening  ful- 
filled her  husband's  most  anxious  desires  in  stir- 
ring up  an  enthusiastic  fire  among  his  followers. 
He  knew  from  close  investigation  and  an  impar- 
tial attention  to  facts,  how  powerful  had  been  the 
efforts  of  the  Vaudois:  and  with  the  anxiety  of  a 
character  vain  of  success,  he  dreaded  as  the 
greatest  possible  evil,  a  defeat,  such  as  had  befal- 
len so  many  of  the  Duke's  troops,  disgracing  his 
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own.  At  this  moment,  therefore,  he  was  glad  to 
enlist  to  their  fullest  extent  the  passions  of  his 
followers,  and  then  lead  them  against  a  foe  whom 
strong  excitement  and  desperate  fortunes,  had 
armed  with  a  power  far  exceeding  their  con- 
ception. 

With  this  conviction,  he  seized  the  moment 
when  he  perceived  the  deep  impression  his  wife's 
fascination  had  made,  to  commence  an  harangue, 
whose  purpose  was  to  render  her  protection  and 
her  safety  the  object  of  their  valour  :  nor  is  it 
difficult  to  turn  passions,  once  roused,  in  any 
especial  direction.  It  was,  therefore,  with  little 
doubt  of  success  that  the  Marquis  preluded  his 
speech,  by  deploring  the  possible  fate, 'the  pro- 
bable dangers  to  which  one  so  young  and  lovely 
and  interesting  might  be  exposed  by  the  issue  of 
the  morrow's  contest ;  nor  would  he  be  silenced 
by  the  smile  of  contempt,  which  at  once  refuted 
the  possibility  of  such  a  doubt,  but  proceeded  to 
draw  an  exaggerated  picture  of  the  savage  fa- 
naticism of  the  enemies  whom  they  were  to  meet. 

Enlarging  on  the  popular  opinion,  that  they 
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worshipped  the  Evil  Spirit,  whose  dark  aid  was 
exerted  in  their  behalf,  and  offered  to  him  rites 
calculated  to  excite  the  utmost  abhorrence ;  while 
the  whole  tenour  of  their  conduct  was  marked  by 
a  licentious  disregard  of  all  rule  and  order,  lie 
roused  the  indignation  of  his  audience,  and  then, 
changing  his  tone,  added — 

"  My  friends,  it  is  not,  then,  against  a  weak 
troop  of  unarmed  peasants  that  our  forces  will 
be  drawn  up  to-morrow,  but  against  men  assisted 
and  inspired  by  spirits  of  darkness,  who  will 
exercise  against  us  an  invisible  and  incalculable 
strength,  and  who  are,  therefore,  no  unworthy 
opponents  of  your  arms.  In  our  triumphant 
swords,  will  triumph  the  Holy  Virgin's  cause; 
and  in  our  chivalrous  success  we  may  challenge 
the  world's  applause,  and  Heaven's  approval  ; 
but,  friends,  we  may  fail,  nor  is  it  a  disgrace  to 
contemplate  such  a  catastrophe,  when  we  recol- 
lect our  adversary's  strength ;  and  then  what, 
oh !  what  will  be  the  fate  of  one  so  lovely,  so 
helpless,  as  the  being  who  has  just  left  us;  ex- 
posed to  horrors,  which  to  contemplate  makes 
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the  heart  of  the  brave  burn,  while  that  of  the 
weak  withers  within  his  bosom. 

"  In  us  alone  is  her  hope,  on  us  depends  her 
safety,  and  with  so  precious  a  deposit  we  must 
not,  dare  not,  be  conquered.  No,  the  remem- 
brance of  Anima  will  nerve  our  arms  with 
strength,  our  hearts  with  courage,  and  the 
thought  of  her  purity  must  act  as  a  blessed  in- 
fluence against  the  evil  power  we  meet. 

"  I,  your  leader,  whom  no  tender  anxiety  for 
her  shall  remove  from  the  post  of  danger,  may 
fall;  but  let  me  feel  in  death  that  the  safety  of 
one  so  dear  is  secured  ;  let  me  know  that  the 
name  of  Anima  is  your  watch-word,  her  safety 
your  reward,  and  though  her  husband's  blood 
may  moisten  the  ground,  his  friends  will  dearly 
avenge  her  loss,  and  nobly  defend  her  right." 

Filling  to  the  brim  a  golden  goblet  which 
stood  near,  he  added — "  Be  this  the  sign  of  our 
compact,  '  Safety  for  Anima ;  death  to  our  foes !'  " 
Then  unsheathing  a  sword  which  hung  from  the 
wall  beside  him,  and  which  many  a  battle  had 
stained  with  the  now  rusty  marks  of  blood,  he 
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dipped  the  point  in  the  beverage,  and  devoutly 
crossing  himself,  repeated  the  words,  which  par- 
took of  the  solemn  nature  of  a  vow. 

Eagerly  each  cavalier  followed  his  example, 
and  a  loud  and  simultaneous  shout  arose. 

"  Safety  to  the  lovely  Anima  ! — Death  to 
her  treacherous  foes !" 

The  deep  sound  echoed  through  the  hall,  and 
the  clash  of  many  swords,  as  they  sprang  from 
their  scabbards,  gave  a  fresh  inspiration  to  the 
scene,  and  cheer  after  cheer  followed  the  solemn 
rite,  to  prove  their  joyful  assent  in  its  celebration. 
The  wine  cups  were  filled,  the  guests  passed 
them  quickly  round,  and  few  would  have  guessed 
that  the  elated  expression  of  those  faces  belonged 
to  men  who,  on  the  morrow,  must  enter  on  the 
dread  struggle  for  life  or  death,  and  the  yet  more 
awful  scenes  beyond ! 

At  length  there  was  a  pause ;  the  shadows  of 
evening  unperceived  had  crept  on,  and  the  moon 
was  shedding  her  rays  through  the  darkening 
room,  and  flashing  on  each  glittering  shield, 
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dimly  showed  with  reflected  light  the  dark 
visages  around. 

Too  well  aware  of  the  important  game  he 
played,  the  Marquis,  who  had  watched  and 
weighed  with  <;lose  attention  the  emotions  of 
those  around  him,  once  more  obtained  silence, 
while  he  again  discoursed  of  subjects  of  interest 
likely  to  keep  up  the  excitement  of  their  feelings; 
and  for  some  moments  he  had  proceeded  with  in- 
formation respecting  the  disposition  of  the  morn- 
ing's arrangements,  when  suddenly  a  cry — loud 
— startling,  and  yet  sweet,  a  woman's  cry  of  fear, 
rung  through  the  room  and  produced  an  instan- 
taneous silence. 

The  Marquis  first  broke  it — "  Santa  Maria  I" 
he  exclaimed,  "  it  was  Anima's  voice,  I  could  not 
mistake  it;  and  now  all  is  hushed." 

They  listened  but  all  was  still,  till  a  sound  as  of 
some  heavy  weight  falling  in  the  room  above  cor- 
roborated the  suspicion  of  evil,  and  with  one  ac- 
cord they  rushed  after  the  footsteps  of  their  lord, 
to  discover  its  cause  in  the  Marchioness's  apart- 
ment. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

WHEN  Anima  left  the  banqueting-room,  and 
repaired  to  her  own  private  apartment,  a  feeling 
of  gloom  and  discontent  began  to  steal  over  her. 
It  might  be  caused  by  the  contrast  with  which 
that  large  solitary  room  struck  on  her  senses,  after 
the  gay  scenes  she  had  left;  it  might  be  the  still 
whispers  of  a  conscience  which  will  often  thus 
speak,  when  all  is  not  right  within,  that  lent  the 
pensive  expression  to  her  countenance,  and 
coloured  with  a  dark  hue,  the  thoughts  which 
crowded  on  her  brain. 

We  have  noticed  the  long  dark  passages  which 
traversed  the  ancient  castle,  and  the  gloom  with 
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which  such  an  approach  invested  the  other  parts. 
It  was  through  these  that  she  had  wound  her  way 
to  the  small  octagon  room  she  had  appropriated 
to  herself,  and  which  adjoined  a  spacious  saloon, 
the  immense  height  and  unfurnished  dimensions 
of  which  savoured  of  desolation,  after  the  proud 
pageantry  of  a  court.  To  inhabit  it  alone,  would 
have  been  to  woo  the  train  of  sad  fancies  which 
now,  alas!  too  often  occupied  Anima's  imagi- 
nation ;  and  to  the  little  antichamber  opening  out 
of  it,  she  had  conveyed  all  the  trifling  luxuries  of 
a  more  modern  taste,  and  the  glittering  baubles 
which  had  adorned  her  palazzo  at  Turin.  There, 
might  be  seen  the  luxurious  fauteuil,  and  its  gaily 
embroidered  cushions,  the  fanciful  China  orna- 
ments of  Parisian  taste ;  the  more  ponderous,  but 
not  less  recherche,  armoires  of  costly  buhl;  and 
last,  not  least,  among  a  crowd  of  various  articles 
of  taste,  the  peculiar  attribute  of  the  fair  mistress 
of  all,  her  tapestry  frame  glowing  with  the  rich 
hues  of  thousand-shaded  silks. 

Gay-coloured  transparent  curtains,  very  differ- 
ent from  the  sombre  hangings  of  the  other  apart- 
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ments  gave  a  lighter  aspect  to  this  favoured 
boudoir,  and  excluded  or  admitted  at  will  a  pros- 
pect, such  as  man  may  -wonder  at,  the  Deity 
alone  create.  The  windows  they  shrouded  were 
narrow,  deep  embrazures,  occupying  one  division 
of  the  octagon ;  and  the  ivy,  which  for  unnum- 
bered years  had  been  suffered  to  twine  over  the 
walls,  had  lately  been  cut  away  to  admit  the  light, 
which  till  then,  it  had  excluded  with  its  luxurious 
growth;  while  the  thick  and  intricate  mass  of 
its  once  young  tendrils  had  formed  themselves 
into  branches,  which  would  afford  no  doubtful 
footing  to  any  one,  desperate  enough  to  scale  its 
height  and  gaze  into  the  little  apartment. 

Brought  up  in  a  scenery,  whose  romantic 
charms  could  not  fail  to  awaken  the  imagination, 
and  by  nature,  disposed  to  feel  its  influence,  Anima 
still  loved  to  watch  the  setting  sun,  and  this  eve- 
ning she  had  thrown  open  the  casement  to  gaze 
on  the  glorious  scene  beneath. 

A  mossy  sward  sloped  from  the  castle  to  the 
banks  of  the  river  Felice,  whose  unquiet  waters . 
now  like  streams  of  fire,  reflected  the  reddened 
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sky  above.  Opposite,  a  dark  wood  of  stunted 
trees,  whose  fantastic  forms  were  as  beautiful  in 
their  variety  as  others  of  more  noble  growth, 
formed  a  shady  and  mysterious  screen  to  the  un- 
known space  beyond,  which  fancy  might  people 
as  she  pleased;  while  above  their  tops  rose  ma- 
jestic, whether  azure  and  rosy  in  the  morning 
light,  or  as  now,  tinted  with  a  crimson  glow, 
those  high  mountains  whose  ice-capped  summits 
reflected  in  yet  deeper  colouring  nature's  loveliest 
tints. 

To  a  heart  which  the  world  had  left  untouched, 
it  was  a  sight  to  awaken  unmingled  feelings  of 
delight  and  gratitude  to  the  Being  who  thus 
stamped  the  evidence  of  his  power  on  this  nether 
creation ;  but,  it  is  only  to  the  pure  in  heart  that 
the  tokens  of  his  ever  surrounding  presence  are 
perfectly  acceptable.  They  alone  dare  welcome, 
and  rejoice  in  the  vicinity  of  their  God. 

Anima  gazed  on  the  scene  with  deep  interest, 
but  though  it  riveted  her  attention,  the  feelings 
with  which  she  regarded  it  were  more  imbued 
with  awe  than  with  pleasure ;  and  yet  she  watched, 
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till  the  bright  globe  had  sunk  from  her  view,  and 
each  lingering  ray  changed  from  gold  to  crimson, 
and  thence  through  the  deepening  gradations  of 
every  purple  shade,  till  it  faded  into  a  dull  and 
leaden  hue. 

The  evening  air  came  creeping  on  with  a  chilly 
feel,  its  low  murmuring  sound  was  heard  among 
the  trees,  and  a  deep  shade  spread  over  the  land- 
scape. 

Anima  turned  from  the  window;  her  little 
apartment  was  darker  than  the  outward  scene, 
but  a  hanging  mirror  immediately  opposite,  re- 
vealed her  own  figure  in  bright  relief  to  the  in- 
creasing gloom ;  and  there  she  stood  in  her  gor- 
geous attire,  the  glittering  coronet,  shining  amid  her 
darktresses,andabrightlight,  distinct  from  all  else, 
flashing  from  the  diamond  cross  upon  her  breast. 

But  where  was  the  irradiating  smile?  Where 
nature's  light  of  gladness,  which  had  so  lately 
dazzled  all  beholders,  as  it  sparkled  from  the 
liquid  eye?  Both  alike  had  faded,  and  though 
the  chiselled  mouth  was  ^as  beautiful  as  when 
parted  with  the  smile  of  delight,  and  the  fair 
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brow  as  perfect  in  its  symmetry,  the  whole  seemed 
a  changed  creature  from  the  being  which  had 
graced  the  banquet  below.  Silent  tears  had  be- 
dewed that  lovely  face,  its  roseate  tint  had  faded 
to  a  paler  hue ;  the  thoughts  within  were  darker 
and  more  sad  than  the  outward  indications. 

"  My  home  of  youth  !"  whispered  Anima  to 
herself.  "My  native  land ! — as  wondrous  and  as 
lovely  as  when  in  my  thoughtless  infancy  I  be- 
held thee.  Thou  art  still  the  same,  but  oh! 
how  different  the  feelings  thy  aspect  awakens  in 
my  bosom.  Alas !  how  changed  may  be  that 
home  itself  in  all  that  individualized  it  to  me ! 
Where,  oh !  where,  are  those  who  once  so  tenderly 
loved  me — whom  I  so  fondly  clung  to?  Arnaud, 
Marie,  Durand — Durand  who  would  have  perilled 
life  and  all  he  held  most  dear  for  my  sake !"  A 
pause  ensued,  during  which  the  tears  unchecked 
and  unperceived,  coursed  down  the  now  colourless 
cheeks. 

"  -He  has  never  loved  me,  never  loved  me  as  Du- 
rand did,"  she  suddenly  added,  with  the  impetuosity 
of  mortified  feeling.  "He  to  whom  I  have  given 
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all! — and  those  who  surround  me,  natter  and 
admire,  but  never  appreciated  me  as  they  did; 
and  noAv,  what  do  they  think — how  do  they  de- 
spise me  ?  Me !  the  proud  Marchioness  of  Pia 
nezza,  the  arbitress  of  their  fate,  the  cynosure  of 
a  thousand  admiring  circles !" 

She  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and  sat 
in  deep  motionless  silence  beside  the  open  win- 
dow, too  deeply  engrossed  to  mark  the  growing 
darkness,  or  note  the  chilly  air  of  night  which 
whistled  plaintively  without,  and  seemed  yet  more 
piercingly  to  penetrate  her  apartment.  But 
neither  this,  nor  the  reverberating  sounds  which 
occasionally  issued  from  the  banqueting-room  be- 
neath, disturbed  her  deep  re  very:  and  the  moon 
had  long  risen  to  decorate  with  her  delicate  beams 
the  wild  landscape  beneath,  as  if  in  rivalry  of  the 
more  magnificent  luminary  whose  beams  had  so 
lately  set. 

Suddenly,  there  was  a  slight  rustling  among 
the  ivy  branches ;  but  it  might  be  the  night-bird 
repairing  to  her  nest,  or  the  rising  breeze  more 
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roughly  stirring.  But  again  the  sound  was  heard, 
and  broke  louder  on  the  air. 

The  foliage  beneath  the  window  seemed  crash- 
ing beneath  some  weight  heavier  than  that  of 
murmuring  breeze  or  restless  bird;  and  Anima 
looked  up,  and  with  an  indefinable  sensation  of 
fear,  rose  to  shut  the  casement.  But,  as  she  rose, 
the  noise  increased,  a  hand  was  on  the  window- 
frame  ;  a  head  visible,  and  in  an  instant  more,  ere 
the  loud  cry  of  terror  with  which  Anima  greeted 
the  sight  had  died  on  her  lips,  a  figure  completely 
shrouded  in  a  dark  mantle  had  leaped  into  the 
room  and  stood  before  her. 

She  did  not  faint,  though  the  bloodless  hue  of 
face,  lips,  and  neck,  and  the  firm  grasp  with 
which  she  clenched  the  table  before  her,  showed 
the  extrernity  of  fear  which  had  wrung  that 
scream  from  her  lips;  but  she  gazed  with  voice- 
less inquiry  on  the  intruder,  who  had  by  this 
time  dropped  the  disguising  cloak,  and  was  there, 
as  if  like  a  spirit  to  identify  the  thoughts,  which 
had  occupied  her  revery. 
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And  thus  they  met  again,  the  friends  of  youth, 
who  had  parted  with  the  gentle  embrace  of  mutual 
love,  the  promise  of  unbroken  affection:  how 
changed,  how  widely  altered  since  that  farewell ! 

The  one,  a  queen  in  her  gorgeous  apparel  and 
splendid  ornaments;  the  other,  an  object  alike  to 
excite  terror  and  compassion;  but  though,  worn 
with  fatigue  and  aged  as  though  by  the  weight 
of  many  a  year,  which  neither  yet  had  known, 
the  identity  remained;  and  the  hoarse  accent 
which  first  broke  the  silence,  and  framed  the 
name  of  "  Anima,"  at  once  revealed  her  history, 
and  called  forth  in  sweet  response  the  oft-repeated 
sound,  of  "  Marie,  Marie  Arnaud !"  The  emotion 
of  such  a  meeting  was  alike  on  both  sides,  but  the 
surprise,  the  anguish  of  the  Marchioness  quenched 
its  expression,  and  she  exclaimed,  "  Qh !  wherefore 
are  you  here?  What  rash  imprudence  tempted 
you  so  far  ?" 

"  Listen,  Anima,"  interrupted  Marie — "  your 
safety,  a  promise  to  one  whom — "  but  Marie's 
voice  died  within  her,  and  she  extended  the  pac- 
ket in  which  Durand  had  traced  those  few  hurried 
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lines,  which  were  alike  to  save  or  to  endanger  two 
lives  so  dear ! 

,  With  trembling  hands  Anima  was  about  to 
take  it,  when  the  tramp  of  many  feet  echoed 
through  the  adjoining  saloon,  and  a  stronger  im- 
pulse made  her  seize  Marie,  and  forcing  her  back 
to  the  window/exclaim,  "  Fly !  my  lord  is  here, 
fly,  for  your  life !" 

The  instant  which  passed  would  have  been 
sufficient  for  her  escape,  but  the  packet,  the  dan- 
gerous document  which  concerned  so  many  lives 
was  on  the  floor,  and  with  generous  disdain  of 
self-preservation,  Marie  turned  and  sprang  towards 
it,  and  snatching  it  once  more,  made  a  desperate 
effort  to  reach  and  clear  the  casement,  when  the 
door  burst  open,  and  the  Marquis  himself  seized 
with  resistless  grasp  her  retreating  figure. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

A  MOMENT  had  sufficed  to  enact  the  pre- 
ceding scene  ;  but  it  was  fraught  with  deep- 
est interest  to  those  who  experienced  it.  To 
the  Marquis  it  had  brought  the  confirmation  of 
his  darkest  suspicions ;  to  Marie,  that  of  the  deep- 
est anxiety;  while  to  the  confused  Anima,  the 
expectation  of  yet  unforeseen  terrors,  to  paralyze 
all  power  of  thought.  But  one,  in  the  mixed 
multitude,  recovered  at  once  the  possession  of  her 
faculties  and  the  presence  of  mind,  which  could 
alone  serve  her  in  her  present  extremity;  and 
that  power,  which  a  long  habit  of  looking  forward 
to  and  preparing  for  difficulties  had  strengthened, 
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now  nerved  Marie's  courage,  and  helped  her  to 
summon  up  every  capacity  to  her  assistance.  To 
struggle  or  attempt  escape  would  have  been  vain, 
and  stratagem  alike  had  been  useless  to  elude  the 
observations  of  those  who  filled  the  apart- 
ment, and  whose  attention  was  riveted  on  her. 
Self  defence  being  beyond  her  hopes,  that  of  her 
secret  was  all  which  remained,  and  this  she  re- 
solved to  guard  at  any  personal  risk. 

The  packet,  in  the  rescue  of  which  she  had 
fallen  into  danger,  had  not  escaped  the  Marquis's 
notice;  and  being  determined  to  obtain  it,  he  held 
her  with  a  force  which  her  now  motionless  atti- 
tude rendered  perfectly  needless,  and  vociferated, 
"That  paper!  give  me  that  paper  instantly,  or 
die."  But  Marie  did  not  answer,  she  seemed  to 
be  reflecting  on  her  best  course ;  the  order  was 
again  reiterated ;  and  then  raising  her  full  unquail- 
ing  eye,  she  answered  with  a  firm  accent : 

"  That  paper,  my  lord,  is  mine,  and  no  one  else 
has  any  right  to  claim  it.  As  your  prisoner,  I 
well  know  my  life  is  in  your  power,  but  notliing 
more.  I  am  sensible  of  my  perilous  position,  but 
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you  may  relax  your  hold,  it  is  unnecessary" — 
and  drawing  herself  up  to  her  full  majestic 
height,  Marie  again  gazed  upon  him  with  that 
peculiar  expression  with  which  the  might  of  mind 
exalts  itself  above  all  other. 

We  said  that  her  appearance  contrasted 
strangely  with  that  of  the  beautiful  Marchioness ; 
but,  notwithstanding  the  disadvantage  of  her  soil- 
ed and  homely  attire,  and  toil-worn  countenance, 
the  charm  of  expression  and  feature,  which  sur- 
vive the  decay  of  other  beauties,  remained,  and 
awakened  the  sympathy  and  admiration  of  the 
armed  group  who  watched  the  scene.  Her  fear- 
lessness, her  dignity  and  composure,  spoke  at  once 
to  the  hearts  of  those  brave  cavaliers  who  were 
accustomed  to  a  far  different  representation  of 
female  nature,  and  even  awed  the  indignant  Mar- 
quis, who  loosened,  though  he  still  retained  his 
hold;  but  unmindful  of  her  refusal,  he  again  re- 
newed his  command  to  her  to  give  up  the  paper, 
as  the  only  condition  on  which  her  life  could  be 
spared. 

Marie,  however,  was  resolute,  and  simply  re- 
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plied,  "  never,"  with  a  firmness  which  showed 
how  unshaken  would  be  her  constancy  even  in  a 
worse  extremity  than  this. 

In  her  haste  she  had  forced  the  packet  into  the 
folds  of  her  dress,  which  modestly  screened  her 
maiden  bosom;  but  calm  as  she  endeavoured  to 
be,  its  heaving  would  not  be  repressed;  and  thus 
revealed  a  corner  of  the  treasure,  of  which  it 
should  have  been  a  more  sacred  depository.  To 
perceive  and  snatch  at  it  was  an  instantaneous  im- 
pulse with  the  now  exasperated  Marquis,  who 
fancied  he  beheld  in  that  paper  the  document  of 
his  own  disgrace  and  his  wife's  perfidy;  for  he 
doubted  not  that  it  was  destined  for  her,  and  thus, 
personal  feelings  united  with  those  of  more  uni- 
versal interest  to  increase  his  desire  to  obtain  it. 
But  Marie  was  not  one  to  submit  to  any  personal 
indignity,  and  disengaging  herself  with  a  sudden 
and  unexpected  exertion  of  strength  from  his 
pressure,  threw  him  from  her,  and  remained 
standing  alone  in  the  circle,  her  heightened 
colour  and  indignant  mien,  like  the  fierce  look 
of  the  wild  animal  in  defence  of  her  young, 
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threatening  defiance  to  all  around.  Exas- 
perated at  her  obstinacy,  provoked  at  being  foiled 
in  his  attempt,  the  Marquis's  rage  exceeded  all 
bounds,  and  rushing  with  unmanly  fury  on  his 
victim,  seized  her  with  a  violence  which  drew 
forth  a  murmur  of  indignation  from  his  surround- 
ing friends.  But  Marie  had  collected  every 
energy ;  and  determination  with  her,  was  scarcely 
inferior  to  the  muscular  strength  she  did  not  pos- 
sess, to  oppose  against  him. 

The  fire,  which  Anima  in  her  previous  reverie 
had  forgotten  to  rouse,  was  smouldering  in  the 
grate;  its  ashes  were  not  extinct,  and  could  she 
but  once  reach  its  side,  might  serve  her  purpose 
of  at  once  and  for  ever  concealing  the  fatal  con- 
tents of  her  paper  :  but  how  to  draw  near  enough, 
unperceived,  in  such  a  circle,  to  consign  it  to  its 
devouring  care,  or  how  to  risk  hurling  it  from 
where  she  stood  into  its  keeping,  was  a  momen- 
tary thought  of  the  deepest  anxiety.  Meantime, 
her  adversary  pressed  on  her  with  all  his  might, 
and  she,  though  exerting  a  strength  which  till 
now  she  knew  not  she  possessed,  could  no  longer 
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guard  the  treasure  from  his  grasp.  The  struggle, 
though  short,  was  violent,  and  Marie,  on  the 
point  of  failing,  looked  up  to  meet  the  agonized 
expression  of  Anima's  fixed  look,  but  only  to  see  it 
so  confused,  so  bewildered,  that  no  exertion 
could  be  expected  from  her.  Still  it  was  her 
last,  her  desperate  hope  ;  and  suddenly  throw- 
ing herself  with  violence  against  the  Marquis,  she 
regained  for  an  instant  the  use  of  her  hands,  and 
pulling  the  paper  from  her  bosom,  cast  it  high 
over  his  head  towards  her — "  Burn,  oh !  burn  it 
quickly,  Anima !"  —  but  Anima,  terrified  and 
agonized,  was  too  much  unnerved  to  be  fit 
to  act ;  while  Marie  changing  her  movements, 
now  in  her  turn  strove  to  retain  the  Marquis,  and 
thus  give  her  time  to  execute  her  purpose  ;  her 
efforts  would  have  been  in  vain,  but  there  was  one 
in  that  circle  of  enemies  to  her  cause,  who  could 
disengage  feeling  from  party  spirit,  and  sympa- 
thize in  the  greatness  even  of  a  Vaudois  peasant ; 
and  as  if  Heaven  itself  had  sent  a  rescue  to  her 
cause,  the  young  Count  of  Parat  with  the  mo- 
mentary impulse  of  generosity,  raised  the  paper 
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on  the  point  of  his  sword,  and  buried  it  in  the 
almost  dormant  embers.  Marie  in  her  still 
dangerous  and  engrossing  situation  beheld  the 
deed,  and  with  an  upward  gaze  and  sigh  of  gra- 
titude to  Heaven,  relaxed  each  unnatural  effort, 
•while  the  Marquis  pale  and  speechless  with  rage, 
rushed  to  the  grate,  where  he  beheld  the  packet 
just  igniting,  and  endeavoured  to  seize  it  ere  too 
late.  • 

"  My  Lord  !*my  General !  command  yourself, — 
remember !"  interposed  the  daring  young  Count, 
who  alone  ventured  to  remonstrate ;  but  the  Mar- 
quis could  only  retort  with  an  execration  of 
deadly  anger,  and  pushing  aside  his  opponent, 
again  endeavoured  to  snatch  the  paper  from 
the  flames ;  he  succeeded,  but  the  action  increased 
the  blaze,  •  and  the  scorched  and  shrivelled  docu- 
ment now  burst  into  an  open  flame ;  still  the  Mar- 
quis strove  to  retain  and  extinguish  it,  while  the 
young  Count,  rash  in  his  chivalrous  bravery,  at- 
tempted to  hold  his  arm  an  instant;  the  next, 
the  flaming  letter  was  flying  across  the  apartment, 
and  lay  unnoticed  even  by  those  whom  it  most 
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concerned,  at  the  foot  of  the  elegant  muslin  dra- 
peries that  hung  around  the  window. 

Too  much  exasperated  to  distinguish  between 
friend  or  foe,  the  Marquis  had  seized  his  sword, 
and  exclaiming,  "  Traitor !  defend  yourself,"  drew 
it  against  the  Count.  All  now  was  tumult  and 
confusion :  the  surrounding  friends  strove  to  sepa- 
rate and  pacify  the  combatants.  Anima's  ago- 
nizing and  repeated  shrieks  rang  through  the  apart- 
ment, while  a  sudden  and  unnatural  blaze  lighted 
up  the  increasing  darkness  with  a  fitful  glare,  and  at 
once  drew  the  attention  of  the  whole  party, 
but  the  Marquis  and  th^  Count.  The  dra- 
peries of  the  room  had  caught  fire;  the  wind 
which  blew  in  through  the  open  casement,  fanned 
the  hitherto  unnoticed  flames,  and  now  they 
burst  forth  in  unchecked  vehemenccf  feeding  on 
each  combustible  article  they  met,  and  crackling 
as  they  spread.  The  cry  of  "  Fire !"  rose  si- 
multaneously to  each  lip,  and  now,  in  the  gene- 
ral confusion,  Marie,  by  a  well-directed  effort, 
might  have  made  her  escape ;  but  though  all  had 
admired  her  conduct,  and  many  had  rejoiced  in 
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her  rescue  from  what  they  deemed  an  unnecessary 
and  brutal  violence,  as  a  prisoner,  and  one  pos- 
sessed of  most  important  information,  her  security 
was  too  valuable  to  be  neglected ;  and  one  of  the 
older  guests  advanced  towards  her,  and  with  a 
courtesy  very  different  to  the  Marquis's  bearing, 
addressed  her  thus : 

"  You  are  my  prisoner,  and  as  such  I  entreat 
you  not  to  compel  me  to  use  force  by  any  vain 
resistance." 

Marie  submitted,  nor  attempted  for  a  moment 
to  withdraw  the  wrist  he  firmly,  but  loosely 
clasped,  showing  by  her  manner  that  it  was  no  care 
for  personal  safety  which  had  led  her  to  pursue  a 
course  so  unnatural  to  her  sex.  But  she  availed 
herself  of  the  mildness  of  her  present  guard  to 
turn  to,  and  address  a  few  words  to  Anima,  im- 
ploring her  to  be  still,  to  govern  her  fears,  nor 
waste  the  few  moments  which  might  yet  inter- 
vene ere  they  were  again  for  ever  separated, — for 
she  hoped  to  convey  to  her,  in  a  whisper,  the 
contents  of  the  letter.  Alas !  how  little  did  she 
calculate  the  extent  of  her  friend's  fortitude  ; 
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how  little  could  she  estimate  the  power  of  fear 
which  had  by  this  time  totally  deprived  Anima 
of  the  use  of  every  faculty,  and,  in  another  mo- 
ment, laid  her  insensible  and  speechless,  in  death- 
like stiffness  on  the  floor,  between  the  clashing 
swords  of  her  husband  and  his  friend. 

Her  sudden  fall  separated  the  combatants  for 
a  moment,  and  checked  their  impetuosity,  as 
they  stooped  to  gaze,  with  an  involuntary  eja- 
culation, on  the  corpse-like  form  at  their  feet,  the 
livid  face,  the  glassy  eye  which  horror  had  fixed 
but  could  not  close. 

"  Anima!  oh,  dearest  Anima!"  exclaimed  the 
Count,  and  kneeling  beside  her,  forgetful  of  all 
else,  he  strove  to  recall  the  apparently  departed 
spirit,  and  chafe  into  feeling  the  stiffened  hands. 

Whether  at  that  moment,  the  Marquis  heard 
these  words,  and  marked  those  anxious  endeavours, 
we  know  not ;  for  still,  under  the  dominion  of 
a  temper  whose  violence  bordered  on  madness, 
he  spurned  her  prostrate  form,  as  he  cried — 

"  Traitress  !  heretic  !  bear  her  hence  ;"  and 
turning  to  the  attendants,  who  had  now  crowded 
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into  the  room,  and  were  busily  endeavouring  to 
stifle  the  conflagration :  he  added — 

"  Drag  yonder  Vaudois  spy  to  the  lowest 
dungeon  of  the  castle ;  guard  her  for  yoiir  life's 
sake  in  the  closest  captivity,  till  I  decide  on  her 
further  fate." 

He  then  rushed  from  the  apartment  to  con- 
ceal the  fury  which  he  was  conscious  had  taken 
utter  possession  of  his  soul,  and  gave  such  orders 
as  would  make  his  vengeance  on  all  whom  he 
fancied  had  conspired  against  him,  more  deadly 
and  secure. 

Four  soldiers,  with  halberds,  now  appeared, 
and  surrounding  the  prisoner,  whose  hands  they 
firmly  bound  with  a  strong  cord,  prepared  to 
lead  her  thence;  bu^she,  with  a  gentleness  which 
deserted  her  not  even  at  such  a  moment,  turned 
to  her  former  captor,  and  said,  slowly  but 
distinctly,  "  Tell  Anima,  when  she  wakes, 
that  her  friend  ringers  in  captivity;  and  bid 
her  remember  her  groans  in  those  dungeons 
over  which  she  is  living  !  Do  it,"  she  said, 
with  a  voice  of  deep  entreaty,  "  as  you  are 
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a  soldier  and  a  Christian;  do  it,  in  remembrance 
of  the  defenceless  woman,  who  felt  and  appre- 
ciated your  courtesy  in  her  hour  of  peril !" 

No  answer  moved  the  bearded  lips  of  the  war- 
rior she  addressed,  but  a  look  of  compassion 
glistened  in  his  eye,  and  a  muttered  "  Ave- 
Maria,"  almost  sounded  in  his  throat,  as  he  saw 
her  so  firm,  so  fearless,  and  so  sad,  led  away  by 
the  rough  guards  to  the  place  of  captivity,  where 
the  sufferings  of  its  inmates  were  so  mysterious, 
and  might  be  so  severe. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

WE  have  already  mentioned  the  mossy  sward, 
that  sloped  from  the  gray  foot  of  the  old  chateau 
of  Del  Tor,  to  the  borders  of  the  river  Felice. 
In  the  spring,  the  yellow  primrose,  and  the  blue 
violet,  enamelled  its  grassy  surface,  and  in  sum- 
mer's fervid  hours,  .yet  lovelier  flowers  usurped 
their  place,  for  as  vegetation  springs  more  luxu- 
riantly over  the  corruption  of  the  grave,  so  here, 
nature  seemed  to  delight  to  cast  her  gayest  veil 
over  the  dark  scenes  of  man's  iniquity,  and  the 
flowers  which  bloomed  so  brightly,  and  smelt  so 
sweetly;  the  grass,  soft  as  velvet  to  the  touch, 
sprung  from  the  gloomy  and  subterranean  dun- 
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geons,  where  joy  and  gladness  had  never  pierced, 
and  mercy  was  unknown !  The  whole  range  of 
buildings  which  formed  the  edifice  of  Del  Tor, 
was  raised  over  dark  and  almost  unmeasurable 
caverns,  which  extended  to  the  river  side;  and 
many  a  tale  might  these  recesses  unlighted  by 
any  sunbeam,  nor  ever  penetrated  by  pity's 
gentle  ray,  have  told  of  the  dreadful  vicinity. 
Could  the  spider  and  the  worm,  which  now 
alone  tenanted  their  gloom  have  spoken,  they 
might  have  recorded  the  last  sigh  of  many  a 
victim,  over  whose  body  those  voiceless  waters 
rolled,  without  revealing  their  fearful  secret  by 
any  outward  sign  to  other  shores.  Hewn  from  the 
rock,  or  composed  of  huge  fragments  of  ce- 
mented stone,  their  walls  supported  the  foun- 
dation of  the  castle,  and  intersecting  each  other, 
divided  the  dark  space  into  various  compart- 
ments, each  communicaing  with  the  other.  The 
entrance  to  these,  was  in  the  body  of  the  castle, 
and  secured  by  a  heavy  iron  door  whose  massive 
bars  forbade  escape,  and  closed  upon  an  inner  block 
of  stone  on  revolving  hinges,  with  bolts  whose 
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length  and  size  were  further  strengthened  by 
enormous  locks.  The  keys  belonging  to  these 
were  intrusted  to  the  care  of  four  chosen 
officers  of  the  court  of  Savoy;  the  lords  of  Del 
Tor  retaining  possession  of  their  domain  on 
condition  of  preserving  the  prisons  for  the  use  of 
the  princes  of  Savoy,  with  a  reservation  for  their 
own  purposes  under  sealed  orders. 

During  the  present  war,  however,  fuller  power 
over  them  had  been  given  to  the  Marquis  di 
Pianezza,  with  the  view  of  their  being  once  more 
filled  with  Vaudois  captives.  It  was  to  this 
dismal  abode  that  Marie  Arnaud  was  conveyed 
on  the  night  of  that  eventful  day  of  which  we 
have  just  related  the  occurrences.  Rapidly,  and 
without  resistance  on  her  part,  the  guards  led 
her  through  many  a  spacious  apartment  and 
lengthened  corridor,  and  at  length  hurried  down 
a  spiral  staircase,  whose  dizzy  winding  might 
alone  haye  struck  terror  into  her  bosom.  At  the 
bottom  was  the  entrance  into  her  place  of  desti- 
nation ;  and  this  being  opened,  her  guards  held 
a  lamp  aloft  to  light  her  way  down  a  flight  of 


210  THE  PASTOR  CHIEF;  OR, 

steps,  at  the  bottom  of  which  yawned  a  dark 
abyss,  where  the  footing  was  undiscernible  by 
the  flickering  light.  Marie  did  not  speak,  but 
mechanically  obeyed  their  directions :  her  heart 
was  too  full,  her  feelings  too  vague  and  indistinct 
to  form  into  words  ;  but  as  she  crossed  the 
threshold  of  her  dismal  abode,  the  sudden 
sensation  of  its  untenanted  gloom  pressed  on  her 
brain. 

Almost  unconsciously  she  turned  with  a 
natural  dependence  on  human  companionship, 
to  her  rude  guards.  The  earnest  look  of  en- 
treaty giving  it  such  impressive  eloquence,  and  the 
half-extended  hand  which  involuntarily  sought 
to  detain  the  foremost  soldier,  awoke  his  com- 
passion and  induced  him  to  leave,  as  an  un- 
usual favour,  with  the  rated  portion  of  provi- 
sions for  many*  a  day,  the  precious  boon 
of  the  flickering  lamp  he  held  :  a  doubtful 
blessing,  which  could  only  serve  to  enable  her 
to  measure  the  extent  of  the  horrors  around, 
and  torment  her  with  the  dread  of  losing 
again  its  trilling  consolation.  Then  gazing  with 
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pity  on  the  young  and  solitary  captive,  consigned 
to  a  living  grave,  he  turned,  and  applying  his 
strength  to  the  ponderous  gate,  closed  it,  and 
excluded  her  from  all  which  gives  life  and  hope 
to  the  human  breast :  the  fellowship  of  its  own 
species,  the  sight  of  its  Maker's  works.  Marie 
heard  the  discordant  creaking  of  the  iron  hinges, 
and  the  harsh  sound  of  many  a  heavy  bolt,  as 
with  relentless  hands  the  guards  forced  one  after 
another  into  their  grooves;  and  an  icy  sensation 
of  horror  crept  over  her  frame. 

For  a  moment,  she  closed  her  eyes,  hearing 
alone  had  been  painful  enough,  and  she  wanted 
courage  to  behold  the  scene  before  her.  There 
she  stood, — the  only  living  thing  in  that  dark 
solitude !  As  if  to  exclude  the  certainty  for  an 
instant,  she  pressed  her  hands  convulsively  before 
her  eyes ;  in  the  next  came  an  irrepressible  desire 
to  behold  the  worst,  but  her  heart  quailed  within 
her.  To  advance,  she  dared  not ;  to  stand  on 
that  first  step  of  a  flight,  the  extent  of  which 
she  knew  not,  seemed  equally  appalling ;  but  an 
aguish  shivering  shook  every  limb,  and  com- 
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pelled  her  to  seat  herself  at  once  on  the  spot 
where  she  had  been  left.  Her  hands  relaxed 
their  pressure,  involuntarily  she  opened  her 
eyes,  and  their  power,  already  accustomed  to 
greater  obscurity,  took  in,  gradually,  the  imme- 
diate objects  which  surrounded  her.  Behind, 
was  the  massive  block  of  stone;  before  her,  about 
a  dozen  rough  steps,  at  the  base  of  which  ex- 
tended a  wide  gloomy  amphitheatre  ;  but  the 
feeble  ray  of  light  which  the  lamp  emitted,  could 
not  penetrate  far,  and  except  that,  here  and 
there,  it  sparkled  on  some  glistening  object — the 
corrupt  formation  of  damp,  or  of  the  insect  life, 
that  clung  to  the  mouldering  and  rocky  projec- 
tions— she  could  discern  nothing  beyond  a  vacant 
and  seemingly  interminable  space. 

She  tried  to  gaze  on  the  prospect  before  her; 
but  a  low,  whispering  sound,  which  reason  vainly 
suggested  was  but  the  wind's  accustomed  voice, 
drove  the  blood  in  volumes  to  her  heart,  and 
made  her  shrink  cowering  back !  It  was  an  awful 
moment,  and  the  more  terrible  from  its  novelty. 
She  had,  ere  this,  seen  danger  in  a  variety  of 
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shapes ;  but  never,  as  now,  had  she  felt  the  ag- 
gravated horror  of  unsupported  solitude.  The 
excitement  of  the  scene  she  had  so  lately  under- 
gone had  overstrained  her  nerves,  and  unfitted 
her  for  bearing  it.  But  Marie  was  not  deserted 
in  that  dark  hour,  though  at  first  all  hope,  all 
feeling,  seemed  annihilated  in  her  bosom  by  the 
agony  of  fear.  We  cannot  number  the  moments 
during  which  that  indistinct  despair  lasted,  while 
cold  drops  of  dew  stiffened  her  very  hair,  and 
trickled  slowly  down  her  face ;  but  after  a  time, 
Marie  spoke,  and  her  first  accents  were  raised 
in  prayer  to  Him  whose  care  in  that  dread  hour 
she  seemed  to  have  forgotten ;  and  He  beheld  in 
that  dungeon's  gloom  the  child  of  dust,  whom 
His  power  had  called  into  life,  and  His  wisdom 
thus  severely  tried,  and  sent  a  merciful  ray  of 
consoktion  into  her  heart  to  cheer  its  darkness. 

Marie's  first  prayer  was  but  an  ejaculation  of 
entreaty;  but  the  next  moment,  as  if  suddenly 
reminded  He  was  still  near,  she  rose,  and  fling- 
ing herself  on  her  knees,  heedless  of  all  former 
alarms,  she  poured  forth  the  ardent  petition  of 
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confidence  and  hope,  the  heartfelt  thanksgiving 
that  her  life  was  spared,  and  her  people's  cause 
yet  unbetrayed  by  her. 

No  desire  for  liberty  was  expressed  in  thai 
captive's  prayer,  but  resignation  to  His  will, 
humble  trust  that  He  was  near,  and  ardent  en- 
treaty for  His  direction  in  all  yet  before  her — and, 
let  it  be  believed  that  the  prayer  was  accepted: 
for  when  Marie  got  up,  her  fears  were  calmed 
and  the  tears  which  poured  abundantly,  yel 
seemed  to  flow  in  mild  and  passionless  succes- 
sion to  relieve  her  bosom's  oppression. 

Long  she  wept;  and  then  nature,  exhaustec 
by  the  great  physical  exertions  of  the  day,  caused 
both  frame  and  spirits  to  relax ;  and  stretching 
herself  on  the  hard  pavement,  the  solitary  captive 
slept  soundly  and  undisturbed. 

Happy  moments  of  rest ! — best  balm  which  the 
merciful  Creator  has  given  to  the  vicissitudes  ol 
his  poor  creatures  j  in  grief  how  blest,  in  pair 
how  sweet  a  relief! 

It  was  not,  however,  the  mere  deathlike  still- 
ness of  sleep  that  soothed  the  unhappy  Marie: 
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a  dream,  pleasant  and  soft,  came  to  leave  its 
hallowed  influence  in  waking  hours,  and  sweeten 
her  first  experience  of  captivity. 

Once  more  she  stood  in  her  own  valleys,  in 
the  home  consecrated  by  every  tender  affection, 
as  in  the  early  hours  of  youth,  ere  sorrow  had 
blighted,  or  the  knowledge  of  evil  darkened  the 
sunshine  of  her  breast.  There  was  the  blazing 
hearth,  the  homely  but  clean  repast,  and  her 
father's  venerable  figure,  blessing  the  food  of 
which  they  were  about  to  partake,  or  stroking 
her  head  with  the  hand  of  parental  love;  but 
his  words  sounded  more  solemn  than  usual,  his 
prayer  more  intense  for  her  eternal  interest  and 
the  Almighty's  guidance;  and  as  he  ended,  he 
pointed  to  the  verse  graven  on  the  chimney 
frame,  and  bade  her  fix  it  on  her  heart !  She 
thought  she  gazed  as  he  directed,  and  read  those 
holy  words,  which  no  sufferer  shall  ever  mark  in 
vain,  "  Come  unto  me  all  ye  that  are  weary  and 
heavy  kden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest !" 

It  was  with  these  words  sounding  in  .her  ear, 
that  Marie  woke,  and  gazed  around  on  the  new 
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abode  at  which  she  had  shuddered  before,  and  the 
novelty  of  a  situation  so  oppressive  to  the  mind, 
now  disturbed  her  not.  She  seemed  at  once  aware 
of  the  realities  of  her  position,  and  though,  indeed, 
she  viewed  it  with  a  heavy  sigh,  there  was  no 
angry  repining  on  her  lips,  no  agonizing  terror 
in  her  heart.  She  rose,  calm  and  refreshed:  the 
lamp  was  still  burning  and  its  rays  lightened  the 
dark  lump  of  bread,  placed  there  with  a  jug  of 
water  for  her  food.  Of  this  she  partook,  but 
coarse  and  uninviting  as  it  was,  no  morsel  passed 
her  lips  till  she  had  thanked  the  Providence 
to  whose  bounty  alone  she  ascribed  the  scanty 
portion.  Having  eaten  enough  to  support  life, 
and  yet  leaving  a  sufficiency  to  secure  her  from 
the  starvation  she  most  dreaded  even  in  her  deso- 
late situation,  Marie  pulled  from  her  bosom  the 
valued  bible  which  had  been  hers  and  her  fa- 
ther's guide  in  prosperity,  and  their  comfort  in 
sorrow. 

It  was  with  a  feeling  akin  to  joy  that  she  viewed, 
and  now  could  estimate  the  loan  of  that  lamp, 
the  light  of  which,  if  it  would  but  enable  her  yet 
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for  a  short  period  to  read  the  promises  of  God, 
would  confer  a  lasting  benefit  in  her  solitude. 
She  read  for  some  time,  and  her  thoughts  thus 
engrossed  admitted  no  harassing  recollections, 
no  distracting  fears  for  the  future ;  and  she  prayed 
fervently,  without  a  doubt  of  that  prayer  being 
heard,  and  then  rose  to  gaze  calmly  and  quietly 
around;  and  truly  the  prospect  needed  such  a 
preparation  to  meet  the  dread  anticipations  it 
held  out. 

.  A  gloomy  dungeon,  which  her  youth  and 
healthy  constitution  represented  as  a  likely  abode 
for  unnumbered  years,  or  a  violent  death,  with 
none  at  hand  to  soothe  the  fears,  or  pity  the  an- 
guish of  the  tortured  body :  and  yet  worse  than 
these,  the  reflection  that  her  father  could  only  sur- 
mise her  dreary  fate,  and  that  she  would  never 
know  the  issue  of  that  attempt  she  had  shared, 
and  in  whose  cause  she  now  so  bitterly  suffered. 

Occupied  in  these  meditations,  the  hours  which 
no  clock  should  ever  more  number  to  her,  passed 
on,  and  when  at  length  she  forcibly  roused  her- 
self from  the  painful  meditation,  she  turned  to 
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behold  the  lamp  flickering  in  its  socket,  and  an- 
nouncing by  its  stifling  smell  that  yet  a  moment 
more,  and  one  of  the  anticipated  evils  of  her 
future  existence,  darkness  and  solitude  combined, 
would  have  come  upon  her.  With  eager  care  she 
watched  it  as  she  would  the  expiring  breath  of  a 
friend,  and  she  marked  its  now  dim  and  waver- 
ing flame  to  regret  that  she  had  made  so  little  use 
of  it,  that  she  had  wasted  its  last  precious  mo- 
ments in  thoughts  which  could  be  of  no  avail,  and 
which  must  henceforth  be  her  only  occupation. 

Alas!  how  like  the  feelings  with  which  we 
shall  view  the  light  of  life,  youth,  and  time, 
when  that  ray  is  about  to  cease,  and  conscience 
whispers  that  all  around  us  in  a  few  hours  will 
be  extinguished 

The  flame,  bright,  sudden,  and  tantalizing, 
leaped  up  an  instant,  then  sunk  for  ever;  and 
Marie  was  left  in  the  darkness  of  that  deep  abyss ! 

As  this  last  link  with  the  living  world  expired, 
Marie's  heart  again  fainted  within  her,  and  it 
required  all  her  most  strenuous  efforts  to  govern 
the  feelings,  the  useless  expression  of  which  she 
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felt  to  be  unworthy  of  herself,  and  unthankful  to 
her  Creator.  But  it  was  very  difficult  to  do  so ; 
and  many  a  pang  of  remorse  mingled  its  bitter 
drop  in  the  cup  which  she  was  forced  to  swallow. 
Known  only  to  herself  and  her  Maker,  came  the 
recollection  of  feelings  which  had  influenced  her 
conduct  on  leaving  the  Vaudois  camp,  and  she 
acknowledged  to  herself  that  those  emotions  for 
which  she  was  as  accountable  as  if  they  had 
started  into  action,  had  not  been  pure  and  blame- 
less in  His  sight,  and  that  the  conduct  which  man 
might  admire  and  term  a  generous  self-sacrifice, 
had  been  the  offspring  of  passion ! — and  now,  what 
alas !  was  the  issue  of  her  rash  act — what  the  misery 
she  had  inflicted  on  her  aged  father?  there,  was 
the  sharp  sting  which  could  not  be  forgotten, 
the  remembrance  of  him  without  one  ray  of 
comfort !  Oh !  had  he  but  listened  to  her  fore- 
bodings, how  far  better  it  would  have  been  for 
both !  Thus  reasoned  human  nature  in  its  short- 
sightedness, nor  kindled  at  the  lamp  of  faith,  a 
ray  to  cheer  the  gloomy  reflections  with  the  re- 
membrance of  that  wisdom  which  was  even  then 

I 
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ordering  all  things  for  the  best.  Thus  passed 
unnumbered  hours,  and  the  cravings  of  physical 
nature  only  reminded  Marie  of  how  long  a  time 
had  passed  since  she  had  broken  her  fast.  She 
groped  in  the  dark  for  the  remainder  of  her  food ; 
and  wondered  how  that  supply  which  soon  must 
be  exhausted  would  be  renewed. 

Oh  !  those  dreary  hours  of  solitude  and  hunger, 
how  long  would  they  last  ?  Or,  rather  how  long 
would  it  be  ere  nature  subdued  by  habit  could 
accustom  itself  to  bear  that  with  patience,  which, 
novelty  rendered  so  appalling  ? 

At  length  there  was  a  sound  without,  an  in- 
distinct trampling  of  feet,  which,  but  for  such  to- 
tal silence,  would  have  been  unperceived  through 
the  thick  obstacle  between  the  dungeon  and  the 
outward  world.  But  the  poor  captive  heard  it, 
and  every  pulse  beat,  and  every  nerve  quivered 
with  a  mixed  and  uncertain  sensation,  half  terror, 
half  delight,  at  the  thought  of  again  beholding  a 
living  being;  while  imagination  whispered  of 
hope  and  deliverance  at  hand  ! 

Alas  !   reason  murmured  in  opposition  to  the 
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fair  visions,  that  it  was  but  the  gaoler's  visit  of 
necessity,  the  replenishing  hour  of  the  scanty 
food.  Still  Marie  sprang  to  her  feet  and  hurried 
to  the  door,  and  there,  breathless  with  impatience, 
waited  the  issue  of  her  doubts. 

Each  lingering  moment  seemed  to  her  an  age, 
while  every  bolt  and  bar  was  slowly  withdrawn. 
At  last  the  gate  was  opened,  the  huge  block 
turned  on  its  hinges :  in  poured  the  lovely  flood 
of  God's  own  light ;  and  the  prisoner,  unable  to 
bear  its  dazzling  rays,  closed  the  distressed  eye- 
balls, and  trembled  in  every  limb  in  attestation  of 
its  power.  When,  however,  her  nerves  were  a 
little  restored,  she  could  again  listen  and  behold; 
she  felt  at  once  it  was  for  some  greater  purpose 
than  the  mere  supply  of  food  that  her  prison  bars 
were  so  widely  thrown  open,  and  several  persons 
seemed  at  hand  ;  and  then,  a  sudden,  unspeak- 
able terror  shot  through  her  bosom. 

Was  this  indeed  the  crisis  of  her  fate  ? — 
that  dread  moment,  the  bravest  shrink  from,  and 
before  which  the  best  must  quail. 

She  had  little  time  for  doubts;  the  foremost 
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soldier  spoke,  and  deckred  he  was  come  to  exe- 
cute the  orders  of  his  master,  the  Mar- 
quis di  Pianezza,  to  take  her  from  her  pre- 
sent abode  to  Turin  where  the  Duke  would 
decide  her  future  fate.  Marie  was,  therefore, 
instantly  to  follow.  A  mysterious  future  was  in- 
deed before  her;  but  she  was  leaving  behind,  that 
gloomy  dungeon,  and  the  sight  of  nature,  and  of 
human  beings  must  intervene  during  the  journey; 
and  she  raised  her  voice  in  thanksgivings,  which 
would  not  be  suppressed,  for  the  blessed  change, 
as  she  was  hurried  forwards  by  the  guards. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

IT  was  on  the  1st  of  September  that  Marie 
reached  the  city  of  Turin,  her  journey  having 
been  performed  as  rapidly  as  possible;  for  the 
Marquis  of  Pianezza  "was  impressed,  from  the 
first  moment  he  beheld  her  in  his  wife's  boudoir, 
of  the  importance  of  his  captive;  and  from  the 
firmness  of  her  bearing  he  concluded,  that 
neither  fear  nor  persuasion  could  shake  her  in- 
violable integrity.  He  therefore  determined 
to  send  her  at  once  to  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  where 
those  measures  might  be  resorted  to  which  should 
force,  from  physical  suffering,  the  secret  which 
mental  strength  would  fain  preserve,  and  which 
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he  shrunk  from  attempting  in  his  own  castle,  in 
the  midst  of  followers,  whose  chivalrous  sense  of 
honour,  would  lead  them  vehemently  to  oppose 
any  act  of  cruelty  to  the  weaker  sex,  and  whose 
feelings  had,  in  that  short  scene,  been  strongly 
excited  in  her  favour. 

Added  to  this,  was  his  suspicion  of  the  in- 
security of  either  bolts  or  bars,  where  compassion 
could  be  so  strongly  excited  to  annul  their  power  ; 
and  a  strange  feeling  of  fear  lest  his  wife,  who, 
notwithstanding  their  mutual  misunderstanding, 
was  a  part  of  himself,  and  dear,  in  spite  of  all 
the  jealousies  and  suspicions  which  had  so  widely 
severed  the  close  communion  of  their  married 
life,  should  renew  an  intercourse  with  a  person 
who,  he  discovered  at  once,  had  been  the  asso- 
ciate of  her  early  life. 

Dark  doubts  of  the  contents  of  that  paper, 
which  he  had  vainly  striven  to  obtain,  and 
which  seemed  more  to  concern  his  wife's  ho- 
nour than  the  cause  of  his  mission,  oppressed 
his  mind,  and  envenomed  the  reflections  of  that 
eventful  evening,  till,  with  the  poignancy  of  re- 
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venge,  lie  was  inclined  to  persecute  her  as  a 
heretic. 

The  examination  however  which  must  precede 
the  ultimate  decision  of  the  prisoner's  fate  would 
take  a  long  time,and  must  be  in  the  presence  of  his 
principal  adherents ;  and  he  felt  he  was  not  in 
the  frame  of  mind  that  night  to  conduct  such  a 
business.with  the  prudence  it  required,  while  the 
morrow  would  be  too  fully  occupied  with  pre- 
parations for  battle,  to  admit  of  any  other  affairs. 
These  considerations,  combined  to  oppose  the 
inclination  he  felt  to  wring  confession  from  his 
victim  by  tortures  she  would  scarcely  survive, 
and  he  determined  on  sending  her  to  Turin,  with 
despatches  relating  the  desperate  accounts  he 
daily  received  of  the  rebel's  success;  and  urging 
the  expediency  for  retaliating  on  one  of  their 
number  the  atrocities  he  accused  them  of  prac- 
tising towards  the  prisoners  they  had  taken. 

Meantime,  the  confusion  which  reigned  in  the 
castle  banished  rest  from  its  inmates.  The  at- 
tendants crowded  together  to  wonder  over  the 
mysterious  presence  of  a  Vaudois  female  in  their 
L  3 
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mistresses'  most  private  apartment,  whose  ap- 
pearance, it  was  reported,  was  marked,  as  had 
happened  before  in  two  or  three  instances,  by 
fire;  and  many  crossed  themselves,  and  shud- 
dered to  think  the  fearful  being  was  incarce- 
rated so  close  to  them. 

The  officers  on  the  other  hand  reassembled  in 
the  banqueting-room  to  finish  their  interrupted 
repast,  and  to  discuss  the  appearance  they  had 
witnessed,  their  leader's  fierce  ebullition  of  tem- 
per, and  his  quarrel  with  his  chosen  friend,  who 
had  now  withdrawn  from  the  rest  to  indulge  in 
private  feelings,  which  once  roused,  would  not 
easily  be  lulled  again  to  rest. 

But  who  shall  record  the  history  of  her,  who 
was  also  the  subject  of  so  many  discussions,  on 
her  first  waking  from  the  swoon  in  which  she 
had  been  conveyed  from  the  boudoir!  Victo- 
rine  was  beside  her,  and  refraining  from  every 
question  which  could  awaken  the  painful  emo- 
tion which  caused  such  alarming  effects,  she 
watched  silently  for  the  first  heaving  sigh, 
in  order  to  soothe  the  first  startled  inquiry  of 
returning  life.  At  length  sense  returned,  and 
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her  voice  hovered  once  more  on  the  bloodless 
lips. 

"  Oh !— was  it  all  a  dream,  a  frightful  dream?" 
muttered  Anima  ;  "  those  flames,  those  clashing 
swords,  and  Marie ! — Marie  Arnaud.  that  stood 
before  me?" — but  the  voice  died  away,  and 
again  she  relapsed  into  a  state  of  insensibility, 
to  wake  with  feverish  symptoms  which  alarmed 
Victorine,  and  kept  her  in  close  and  watchful 
attendance  through  the  night. 

Anima  talked  indistinctly,  of  dungeons  and 
death,  and  seemed  to  urge  more  fervently  some 
request  to  Victorine,  which  the  incoherence  of 
delirium  rendered  perfectly  unintelligible;  and 
when  the  dawn  of  day  entered  the  apartment, 
her  anxiety  to  effect  some  inward  purpose  which 
possessed  every  thought,  increased  so  fearfully, 
that  the  frightened  attendant  decided  on  sum- 
moning the  marquis. 

He  arrived,  and  shuddered  at  beholding  the 
ravages  that  night  had  made  on  his  lovely  wife. 
The  fevered  cheek,  the  rolling  eye,  wild  in  its 
unnatural  brilliance,  the  rigid  compression  of  the 
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lips,  all  betokened  how  much  she  had  suffered : 
and  when,  on  beholding  him,  she  started  from 
her  couch,  and  flung  herself  in  affectionate  en- 
treaty at  his  feet,  he  could  not  cherish  the  indig- 
nation he  had  felt  against  her,  but  raising  her  in 
his  arms,  bore  her  to  her  place  of  rest,  and  ex- 
plaining briefly  to  Victorine  the  circumstances 
which  had  caused  her  present  excitement,  bade 
her  guard  her  with  a  mother's  care,  nor  suffer 
her,  for  any  alarm,  or  any  return  even  of  consci- 
ousness or  strength,  to  leave  that  apartment. 

"  Victorine,"  he  added,  "  you  know  not  the 
importance  of  your  compliance  with  my  orders. 
Her  life,  her  honour  depends  upon  it.  I  must 
go  hence  instantly,  the  day  dawns,  and  we  have 
heavy  work  before  us:  oh  !  let  not  Anima 
discover  it," — then,  after  a  pause,  he  resumed 
in  vehement  accents,  "Woman,  can  I  trust  you? 
Yet  no,"  he  whispered,  "  there  is  no  trust  to 
be  placed  in  women!  I  will  make  assurance 
doubly  sure." 

Thus  saying,  he  summoned  the  seneschal  who 
had  the  care  of  the  castle,  and  commanding  him 
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to  remain  within  the  suite  of  apartments  allotted 
to  the  marchioness,  with  every  necessary  she 
might  require,  till  he  should  return  within  three 
days;  he  strode  along  the  corridor,  and  closing 
the  door  which  divided  it  from  the  rest  of  the 
building,  he  locked  it,  and  placed  the  key  in  his 
bosom. 

By  this  time,  morning  had  fully  broke,  and 
time  scarcely  remained  for  the  Marquis  to  con- 
clude the  despatches  of  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  and 
to  make  the  needful  preparation  for  the  approach- 
ing expedition.  Giving,  therefore,  hurried 
orders  for  a  strong  guard  to  be  ready  at  the 
decline  of  day,  when  there  would  be  less  pro- 
bability of  their  progress  being  interrupted  by 
any  lurking  body  of  the  enemy,  he  commanded 
that  the  prisoner,  manacled  and  fettered  beyond 
the  possibility  of  escape,  should  commence  her 
journey  to  the  court  of  Turin. 

Then,  causing  the  trumpet  to  sound  in  the 
courtyard  beneath,  till  each  slumberer  within 
the  castle  obeyed  its  call,  he  hastily  equipped 
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himself,  and  rode  forth  to  welcome  and  address 
his  companions  in  arms. 

It  was  a  gallant  sight  that  glittered  in  the 
early  beams  of  that  radiant  morning,  contrasting 
with  the  sombre  walls  of  that  old  building. 

Bright  trappings  and  flying  banners,  athletic 
forms  and  young  faces  beaming  with  expecta- 
tion, and  lighted  up  with  hope,  while  their  proud 
steeds  champed  their  shining  bits,  and  tossed 
their  heads  as  they  snorted  in  the  air.  It  was  as  if 
they  were  setting  forth,  on  some  joyous  expedi- 
tion, not  starting  with  the  deadly  purpose  of 
imbruing  their  hands  in  the  blood  of  their 
brethren. 

Oh !  fair  and  wonderful  creation !  made  in  thy 
Maker's  image,  how  came  the  sanguinary  curse 
of  war,  the  emotions  of  hatred  and  revenge,  to 
blast  your  beauty,  and  lurk  beneath  your  brightest 
signs! 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

FAR  different  was  the  cortege  which  left  the 
chateau  of  Del  Tor  on  the  evening  of  the  same 
day  on  which  the  Marquis  and  his  troop  depart- 
ed. A  heavy  coach,  with  closely-drawn  leathern 
curtains,  contained  Marie  Arnaud  and  three 
morose  looking  soldiers,  whose  lowering  brows, 
and  sulky  manners,  plainly  indicated  their  dislike 
of  the  service  imposed  on  them.  Close  at  each 
side,  rode  a  train  of  armed  men,  and  for  greater 
security  the  hands  and  feet  of  their  prisoner  were 
carefully  fastened  by  iron  chains,  which  would  ef- 
fectually preclude  attempting  to  escape  should  any 
accident  interrupt  their  progress.  Most  painful,  in- 
deed, was  the  journey  to  Marie,  but  still  it  was 
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not  the  dark  and  lonely  dungeon;  and  however 
uncertain  the  future,  hope  would  shed  a  ray  of 
light  over  its  gloom. 

All  night  they  travelled ;  and  when  at  length 
they  reached  Turin,  and  Marie  entered  the  prison 
belonging  to  the  ducal  palace,  fatigue  predomi- 
nated over  every  other  feeling. 

Though  the  precaution  was  adopted  here,  of 
fastening  a  chain  by  a  staple  into  the  wall  around 
the  prisoner's  waist,  so  as  barely  to  admit  of  her 
lying  down  on  the  hard  pallet,  and  every  bare 
corner  of  the  wretched  apartment  bore  testi- 
monials in  many  an  illegible  scrawl,  that  others 
had  tenanted  it  before,  and  passed  away  she 
knew  not  where,  yet  it  was  far  preferable  to  the 
gloomy  dungeon  of  Del  Tor;  for  human  beings 
were  near,  and  this  alone  was  a  boon  to  her 
her  after  the  dreary  solitude  of  that  living  grave, 
where  only  hateful  reptiles  crawled  ar*ound,  as  if 
to  reproach  her  with  invading  on  their  territory, 
and  watching  for  the  time  when  they  could  claim 
the  right  of  feasting  on  her  remains. 

Marie's  conduct,  modest,  resigned,  and  patient 
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during  the  long  journey;  the  interesting  expres- 
sion of  beauty  which  even  then  hovered  over  her 
features,  and  in  some  degree  softened  her  guards; 
or  perhaps  the  calm  dignity  with  which  she  had 
received  and  intuitively  repressed  the  ribald  mirth 
with  which  they  had  at  first  attempted  to  address 
her,  impressed  them  with  a  respect  they  were 
almost  unconscious  of;  and  it  was  with  a  kindness 
not  often  evinced  to  a  prisoner  and  a  heretic,  that 
they  recommended  her  to  the  gaoler  under  whose 
care  she  was  left. 

This  man  was  a  bigoted  catholic,  one  who 
sought  to  expiate  by  a  rigid  condemnation  of 
others,  and  a  fierce  intolerance  of  all  heretical  schism 
the  sins  of  which  he  was  himself  conscious.  Age 
had  frozen  up  every  kindly  emotion  in  his  breast ; 
and  it  was  with  the  unrepressed  sneer  of  contempt 
that  he  listened  to  the  last  words  of  the  soldiers 
in  behalf  of  the  prisoner,  and  replied,  that  "  no 
demon's  seductions  should  tempt  him  from  his 
duty."  But  Marie  was  too  much  exhausted  to 
mind  him,  and  as  no  forced  excitement  had  pre- 
disposed her  to  feverish  wakefulness,  she  soon 
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sank  down  to  sleep  on  the  hard  couch  provided 
for  her. 

Meanwhile  the  despatches  of  the  Marquis  de 
Pianezza  had  been  laid  before  Victor  Amadeus. 
They  stated  that  a  spy  from  the  Vaudois,  had 
been  detected  in  the  private  apartments  of  his 
chateau,  and  that  considering  the  prize  too  im- 
portant to  be  neglected,  he  had  immediately  sent 
her  to  his  sovereign,  to  be  dealt  with  according  to 
his  will.  The  outrages  committed  by  the  rebels, 
it  was  added,  had  lately  risen  to  so  enormous  a 
height,  that  a  strong  example  was  required  to 
strike  terror  into  their  hearts,  a  reason  which 
would  have  induced  the  Marquis  to  inflict  instant 
death  on  the  captive,  but  that  being  aware  she  was 
possessed  of  every  secret  information  respecting 
the  situation  and  plans  of  her  countrymen,  and 
finding  it  impossible  to  wring  the  secret  from  her, 
he  preferred  sending  her  to  Turin,  where  he  hoped 
the  most  rigorous  measures  would  be  adopted ;  as 
the  safety  of  the  troops  was  daily  endangered, 
and  they  were  already  imbued  with  a  supersti- 
tious dread  of  their  foes. 
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In  confirmation  of  this  report,  the  Duke  had 
that  day  received  alarming  reports  from  beyond 
the  Alps ;  and  communications  from  Louis,  with 
whom  just  now  the  intriguing  prince  most  par- 
ticularly wished  to  be  amicably  united,  as  the 
unsettled  state  of  affairs  in  Europe  at  that  time, 
made  individual  interest  the  principal  object  of 
most  potentates,  and  more  especially  of  one  who 
like  him  had  ever  made  honesty  succumb  to 
policy. 

To  effect  this,  the  sacrifice  of  a  few  Vaudois 
peasants  seemed  a  trifle ;  and  though  he  hardly 
understood  the  virulence  with  which  Louis  per- 
secuted them,  or  read  the  real  object  of  his  con- 
duct in  keeping  his  armies  hovering  round  his 
frontier,  he  was  yet  willing  to  gratify  his  desires, 
and  crush  a  foe,  whose  inferiority  and  boldness 
at  once  surprised  and  exasperated  him. 

Bent  upon  this,  he  convened  a  council  to  meet 
on  the  following  day,  and  opened  it  himself,  by 
laying  the  despatches  before  the  members,  and 
requesting  them  to  decide  between  him  and  his 
rebellious  subjects  beyond  the  Alps,  whose  dis- 
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loyalty  had  been  the  return  for  princely  clemency 
and  protection,  only  withdrawn  when,  by  failing 
to  observe  conditions,  they  themselves  annulled 
his  obligation  to  observe  them,  and  to  continue 
indulgence  towards  a  race  from  whose  wild  li- 
centiousness his  own  people  were  suffering,  while 
at  the  same  time  a  wise  and  powerful  prince 
made  their  extermination  one  of  the  stipulations 
of  a  necessary  and  desirable  alliance,  at  a  moment, 
too,  when  the  tempest  of  war  gathered  round  to 
break,  with  fearful  violence,  over  their  territory, 
if  undefended  by  the  mighty  aid  of  France. 

His  address,  eloquent  and  insidious,  swayed, 
if  it  did  not  convince,  his  hearers;  and  predis- 
posed by  the  general  servility  of  the  age  to  the 
despotic  will  of  sovereignty,  they  gave  a  general 
assent  to  the  renewal  of  treaties  with  Louis,  and 
additional  efforts  to  subdue  the  rebels. 

The  assembly  was  then  about  to  break  up; 
but  the  Duke  informed  them  of  the  arrival  of  a 
Vaudois  prisoner,  from  the  chateau  Del  Tor, 
and  the  dark  and  fearful  accounts  the  Marquis 
of  Pianezza  had  transmitted  of  the  midnight 


THE  ESCAPE  OF  THE  VAUDOIS.          237 

alarms,  and  almost  supernatural  advance  of  their 
number. 

He  at  once  commanded  an  immediate  exami- 
nation of  the  captive,  with  every  requisite  means* 
to  extort  from  her  all  she  knew  of  the  state  and 
dispositions  of  her  countrymen,  and  then  pre- 
pared to  depart :  for  Victor  had  ever  aimed  at 
maintaining  a  character  for  clemency,  and  the 
implied  means  his  words  had  indicated  for  dis- 
covering the  prisoner's  secret,  were  such  as  he 
did  not  choose  to  sanction  by  his  immediate  pre- 
sence or  orders,  and  he  therefore  left  the  whole 
business  in  the  care  of  his  chief  counsellor,  the 

Prince  of ,  sure  that  the  rigour  of  the  law 

would  suffer  no  deterioration  in  his  hands. 

The  mandate  was  issued,  and  a  guard  of  sol- 
diers deputed  to  produce  the  prisoner. 

The  ducal  seat  being  now  vacant,  the  president 
of  the  assembly  rose  to  take  his  place  on  an  ele- 
vated platform  at  the  end  of  the  hall,  where  all 
affairs  of  state  were  settled  and  discussed.  This 
platform,  of  a  circular  shape,  was  raised  on  a 
height  of  three  or  four  steps,  and  hung  with 
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rich  crimson  draperies,  gave  the  imposing  effect 
of  a  tribunal  of  justice  to  the  saloon. 

On  each  side  of  the  prince,  in  their  official 
robes,  sat  a  row  of  cardinals  and  other  digni- 
taries of  the  court  ;  below,  a  file  of  soldiers, 
with  presented  arms,  lined  the  walls  on  either 
side,  and  a  few  priests  and  other  attendants  of 
the  court  occupied  benches,  which  filled  up  the 
space  of  the  lower  part,  to  within  a  square  of 
about  sixteen  feet  wide,  the  spot  allotted  to  the 
persons  whose  cause  was  to  be  tried. 

The  latter  were  only  admitted  on  the  Duke's 
departure,  unless  by  his  special  permission;  but 
now  rumour  having  announced  the  subject  of 
the  present  examination,  the  number  had  in- 
creased, and  the  hall  was  crowded. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE  council  was  occupied  in  discussing  the 
conduct  of  their  prince  with  regard  to  his  treaties 
with  Louis;  and  some  were  disposed  to  censure 
it  with  severity,  while  others  even  ventured  to 
hint  at  their  doubts  of  its  continuance,  should  any 
better  alliance  be  offered ;  when  the  folding  doors 
at  the  end  of  the  hall  opened,  and  two  officers 
clad  in  black  velvet,  relieved  by  the  darkest  purple 
(the  ducal  livery),  announced  that  the  prisoner 
was  about  to  enter. 

Immediately  the  officers  and  nobles  of  the 
court  seated  themselves  with  a  serious  demeanour, 
suited  to  the  important  aSair  before  them,  the 
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trial,  most  likely  for  life,  of  a  fellow-creature ! 
But  it  was  not  mercy  to  the  prisoner  which  gave 
such  deep  seriousness  to  their  deportment,  and 
caused  such  unbroken  silence  to  be  observed  on 
her  entrance;  it  was  rather  in  compliance  to  the 
custom  of  their  strict  etiquette  which  did  not  ad- 
mit of  the  slightest  infringement  on  the  gravity 
of  business. 

It  was  some  moments  ere  the  captive  made  her 
appearance,  being  preceded  by  six  priests,  whose 
attendance  was  customary  when  religious  sus- 
picions attached  to  the  case,  and  who  now,  slowly 
advancing  to  the  foot  of  the  platform  where  the 
judges  were  seated,  made  profound  obeisance,  and 
then  placed  themselves  in  a  row  on  either  side  of 
the  lower  part  of  the  apartment.  Next  followed 
a  file  of  soldiers  with  halberds ;  and,  last  of  all 
came  Marie,  her  hands  still  fastened  by  chains, 
and  on  either  side  a  guard  whose  sombre  uniforms 
and  drawn  swords  denoted,  that  they  were  pecu- 
liarly employed  in  the  prison  service,  and  ac- 
countable for  the  safety  of  the  captive. 

It  was  not  without  an  overwhelming  sensation 
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of  fear  that  Marie  stood  in  tlie  midst  of  that  im- 
posing assembly,  and  yet  felt  that  although  every 
eye  was  bent  on  her,  yet  no  beam  of  mercy  shot 
thence  in  pity  for  her  distress,  no  bosom  beat 
with  sympathy  for  her  fearful  anguish  ;  invo- 
luntarily she  clasped  her  hands,  and  put  up  an 
inward  prayer  that  One  friend  might  not  desert 
her  in  the  appalling  moment.  The  clank- 
ing chains  reminded  her  of  the  realities  of 
her  situation,  and  something  within  seemed  to 
whisper  that  this  was  the  moment  in  which  to 
rally  all  her  courage  and  exert  all  her  intellectual 
strength  for  self-preservation. 

She  knew  not,  she  could  not  anticipate  the  ac- 
cusations which  might  be  framed  against  her,  or  on 
what  terms  there  existed  any  chance  of  escape,  but 
she  did  not  doubt  that  the  trial  was  for  liberty  or 
life.  She  felt  that  the  examination  which  awaited 
her  concerned  the  safety  of  all  those  dearest  to  her, 
and  that  their  cause  would  inevitably  be  lost,  if 
the  contents  of  that  paper,  in  which  Durand  had 
informed  Anima  of  all  their  plans  of  operation, 
VOL.  II.  M 
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should  be  discovered,  and  would  still  be  endan- 
gered by  one  moment  of  weakness  on  her  part. 

Her  first  anxious  care,  therefore,  was  to  repress 
any  personal  alarm  which  might  interfere  with  this 
important  object;  her  next,  to  be  prepared  and 
cautious. 

With  a  step  which,  in  spite  of  every  effort, 
faltered  beneath  her  weight,  she  advanced  to  the 
foot  of  the  tribunal,  and  there,  being  directed  to 
stop,  gave  such  outward  tokens  of  submission  as, 
without  compromising  her  sincerity,  might  incline 
the  judges  in  her  favour;  but  then,  with  all  the 
majesty  of  innocence  she  strove  to  meet  the  gaze  of 
the  multitude  with  a  firm,  unquailing  eye  ;  nor 
could  any  have  detected  the  agitation  of  her  spirits 
but  by  the  marble  pallor  of  her  cheek,  and  the 
unwonted  brilliancy  and  restless  motion  of  her  eye. 

The  first  question  asked  was,  her  name  ;  and 
it  was  steadily  and  distinctly  answered. 

"  Daughter  of  the  Pastor  of  that  name?"  was 
the  next  inquiry;  but  Marie's  heart  swelled  at 
this  allusion  to  her  father,  and  it  was  in  a 
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lower  tone  that  she  faltered  forth  her  inaudible 
assent. 

Her  deposition  having  been  taken  down,  an 
usher  was  then  ordered  to  read  to  her  the  accusa- 
tion under  which  she  stood  before  them  on  trial 
for  life  or  death,  her  only  hope  of  pardon  depend- 
ing on  the  accuracy  and  submission  with  which 
she  replied  to  the  interrogations;  as,  with  unpre- 
cedented clemency,  she  would  be  permitted  to 
answer  in  defence  of  the  indictment,  though  the 
certainty  of  her  crime  rendered  the  privilege  com- 
paratively negative. 

He  then  proceeded  to  inform  her  that  she  stood 
there  arraigned  of  high  treason,  and  rebellion 
against  her  lawful  sovereign,  the  Duke  of  Savoy; 
next,  of  professing  heretical  opinions  in  opposi- 
tion to  the  doctrines  of  the  Holy  Church  of  Rome, 
and  of  holding  communion  with  the  invisible 
spirits  of  darkness,  and  invoking  their  aid  to  the 
detriment  and  injury  of  his  highness's  liege  sub- 
jects; of  joining  in  diabolical  and  obscene  rites 
with  others  of  her  sect;  and,  lastly,  of  having 
surreptitiously  entered  the  castle  of  Del  Tor,  and 
M  2 
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there  secreted  herself,  with  the  evil  design  of 
spreading  disaffection  among  his  adherents,  and 
of  concealing  the  contents  of  a  mysterious  paper 
found  in  her  possession,  in  defiance  of  the  com- 
mands of  her  sovereign's  lawful  representative. 

This  indictment,  which  we  have  greatly  abbre- 
viated, occupied  some  moments  in  being  read; 
and  Marie,  whilst  she  listened  with  earnest  at- 
tention, rallied  all  her  energies  to  decide  in  which 
mode  she  could  best  defend  herself  against  these, 
till  now  undreamt  of  accusations.  „ 

It  was  a  fearful  die  she  had  to  cast;  and  life 
itself  was  the  mighty  stake ! 

At  length  the  usher  ceased ;  the  moment  for 
speaking  had  arrived,  and  Marie  raised  her  voice 
to  make  the  necessary  reply  to  the  question  of 
what  had  she  to  urge  in  her  own  behalf  ? 

Slowly  and  respectfully  she  replied,  that  she 
stood  before  them  guiltless  and  falsely  accused: 
— "  Princes,  judges,"  she  continued,  "  I  ap- 
peal to  your  own  knowledge  of  facts,  when  I  pre- 
sume to  assert  that  no  Vaudois  yet  has  been  dis- 
loyal to  his  sovereign,  while  that  sovereign  per- 


THE  ESCAPE  OF  THE  VAUDOIS.  245 

formed  those  promised  conditions,  the  rupture 
of  which  alone  compelled  us  to  resort  to  self- 
defence. 

"  For  the  second  part  of  my  accusation,  I  ac- 
knowledge it,  but  not  as  an  imputation  of  guilt, 
even  on  the  insinuation  of  disobedience,  since  the 
practice  of  our  religion  was  one  of  the  permis- 
sions ratified  in  the  national  treaty  between  his 
royal  highness  and  ourselves.  For  the  rest  of  the 
indictment,  I  declare  it  to  be  wholly  and  entirely 
false ;  and  again  I  repeat  that,  guiltless  of  these 
charges,  I  throw  myself  with  the  humblest  sub- 
mission on  the  clemency,  the  justice  of  my  sove- 
reign master,  and  of  you,  my  judges !" 

As  she  uttered  these  words,  she  did  not  kneel, 
for  her  faith  forbade  her  thus  to  sue  for  human 
mercy  ;  but  her  look  of  entreaty  was  equally 
expressive,  and  her  clasped  hands  showed  how 
earnest  was  her  hope.  But  ^her  audience  were 
all  unmoved,  and  the  Cardinal  of  ,  ad- 
dressing her  in  a  stern  tone,  exclaimed — 

"  Young  woman,  the  tenour  of  your  speech  is 
alike  seditious  and  evasive;  and  ere  we  grant  the 
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clemency  you  request,  we  must  have  a  more 
satisfactory  defence,  and  fuller  disclosures.  To 
pass  over  yet  more  important  points,  what  was 
your  object  in  visiting  the  castle  of  Del  Tor  ? 
Can  you  plead  aught  in  excuse  for  the  act  ?" 

"  Simply,  that  it  was  with  no  criminal  inten- 
tion," answered  Marie,  with  the  unhesitating 
accent  of  truth. 

"  That  evasion  is  vain,"  answered  her  inter- 
rogator. "  No  good  purpose  could  have  led  you 
to  secrete  yourself  in  walls  so  inimical  to  your 
cause,  and  as  you  value  your  safety  and  your 
life,  we  exhort  you  to  declare  the  truth." 

The  colour  rose  to  Marie's  cheek  and  brow, 
and  the  hesitation  of  deep  thought  made  her 
pause,  ere  she  answered;  but  then  her  resolution 
was  taken,  and  meekly,  but  decidedly,  she  said — 

"  My  lords,  I  visited  the  castle  of  Del  Tor 
for  the  purpose  of  renewing  the  friendship  of 
early  years  with  the  Marchioness  of  Pianezza; 
of  again  beholding  one  who  had  shared  my 
youth  and  my  religion !"  Her  voice  strength, 
ened  as  she  proceeded,  for  she  felt  she  had  not 
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yet  compromised  the  safety  of  those  dearer  than 
herself;  but  a  sneer  was  on  the  countenance  of 
her  persecutor,  who  continued — 

"  That  excuse  is  unavailing ;  you  had  a  packet 
with  you,  the  contents  of  which  your  fear  of 
discovery  alone  proves  to  have  been  criminal. 
That  paper  was  unluckily  destroyed;  but  so  long 
as  life  remains  in  you,  its  secret  is  preserved,  and 
shall,  therefore,  be  known.  Again,  we  command 
you,  without  reservation,  to  declare  to  us  its 
contents;  and  there  are  means — ay,  and  at  hand 
— which  can  unlock  the  most  private  counsels  of 
the  heart,  and  drag  to  light  the  deepest  mys- 
teries. Be  wise,  therefore,  nor  force  us  to  adopt 
an  extremity,  which  it  rests  with  yourself  to 
avoid.  Again  we  repeat  our  question.  Weigh 
well  your  answer.  What  did  that  paper  con- 
tain ?" 

There  was  a  silence — an  awful  silence  ;  but 
during  that  moment  worlds  of  thought  crowded 
on  Marie's  brain.  It  was  her  sentence,  she  knew 
it,  and  believed  it  to  be  the  sentence  of  death ; 
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for  a  more  horrid  alternative  had  not  occurred 
to  her.  That,  indeed,  would  sever  her  from  all 
she  loved  on  earth,  but  during  that  agonizing 
pause,  she  did  not  indicate  a  moment's  doubt 
on  the  course  she  should  pursue;  and  though 
conscious  of  the  danger  she  incurred,  she  has- 
tened to  give  her  answer,  ere  the  fast  coming 
weakness  of  human  nature  should  increase  its 
difficulty. 

"  My  lords,  my  judges,  that  paper  contained 
the  secret  of  another.  I  appeal  to  your  own 
sense  of  honour,  if  the  fear  of  personal  risk  can 
induce  me  to  betray  it  ?  No,"  she  continued, 
with  the  bright  fire  of  heroic  determination 
flashing  from  her  eye,  and  the  expression  of 
noble  courage  triumphing  over  each  lesser  sen- 
sation; "never  shall  it  be  said  that  a  Vaudois 
could  betray  her  friend,  to  save  her  life !"  In 
a  milder  tone,  she  added — "  I  can  die  ;  I  will 
die,  and  prefer  the  alternative;  but  I  will  not 
divulge  the  secrets  you  command." 

Firm,  resolute,  but  meek,  she  stood  before 
them;  but  no  sense  of  chivalrous  sympathy  beat 
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responsive  in  the  hearts  of  that  assembly  to  her 
high  principles  of  honour,  and,  unmoved,  the 
Prince  resumed. 

"  Your  life  or  death  is  unimportant  to  us.  It 
is  the  contents  of  the  paper  we  require  at  your 
hands,  and  those  once  declared,  we  restore  your 
liberty,  as  soon  as  we  shall  have  ascertained  that 
you  have  divulged  the  whole  truth ;  but  refuse 
to  obey  our  mild  questions,  and  a  harsher  inter- 
rogator, who  will  not  be  baffled,  and  may  not 
have  the  power  afterwards  to  release,  awaits 
you." 

But  Marie  understood  not,  and  rallying  her 
courage,  replied,  "  My  lord,  I  fear  not  the  power 
of  any  living  being  to  extract  an  unwilling  con- 
fession from  me." 

"  No  living  being — perhaps — obstinate  here- 
tic!" exclaimed  the  Cardinal,  provoked  at  her 
resolution;  "but  the  rack,  the  torture,  bethink 
you  of  that !" 

There  was  a  shudder  through  the  listening 
crowd,  as  these  words  were  uttered,  and  a  silence, 
in  which  the  deep-drawn  breath  of  expectation 
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might  be  heard  in  anxiety  for  her  to  whom  they 
were  addressed;  and  now  conviction  spread  over 
Marie's  brain.  At  first,  she  had  not  dreamt  it; 
and  a  feeling  of  dread,  and  horror,  overcame  her, 
such  as  she  had  never  hitherto  known.  There  is 
something  in  death  which,  to  great  minds,  is 
not  all  fear,  and  to  the  religious,  is  full  of  hope ; 
but  the  martyrdom  of  the  body,  the  uncertainty 
of  our  powers  of  endurance,  the  lingering  tor- 
ment, and  the  ignominy  of  the  failing  heart,  the 
bravest  shrink  from ;  and  a  hue  so  ashen  stole 
over  Marie's  countenance,  a  shudder  so  convul- 
sive shook  her  frame,  that  none  could  doubt  but 
that  she  knew,  and  could  estimate  the  full  horror 
of  the  alternative  before  her. 

This  silent  manifestation  of  her  inward  feelings 
was  not  lost  on  the  more  merciful  prince,  who  re- 
peated— "  Yes,  prisoner,  the  rack  or  your  answer, 
we  give  you  five  minutes  in  which  to  decide ! — 
Oh !  think,  and  be  wise.  We  do  not  deceive 
you,  the  agonies  of  that  torture  are  great,  nor 
will  they  be  mitigated  in  your  favour.  Few  have 
been  the  instances  in  which  human  strength  has 
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withstood  its  awful  power,  and  then  only  for  its 
victims  to  lament  their  obstinacy  in  a  lingering 
death ;  and  it  is  madness  to  suppose  the  weaker 
powers  of  your  strength  can  resist  the  first  mo- 
ments of  horrid  anguish;  you  will  but  expose 
yourself  to  an  unnecessary  torture,  the  effects  of 
which  will  be  more  lasting  than  at  present  you 
may  suppose." 

The  prince  was  silent,  and  Marie  stood,  wrapped 
in  thought ;  she  heard  his  words,  but  they  fell 
meaningless  on  her  ear.  She  wanted  no  infor- 
mation as  to  the  horrors-before  her;  one  word  had 
sufficed  to  flash  conviction  on  her  mind.  The 
rack ! — torture ;  alas !  she  knew  its  meaning  too 
well.  But  did  she  hesitate  in  that  moment  of 
deep  thought  ?  No,  she  boldly  faced  the  image  of 
terror  before  her ;  but  her  whole  heart  and  soul 
were  wrapped  in  prayer  for  help  to  endure,  undis- 
turbed by  vain  hesitation. 

The  expectant  audience,  the  surrounding  judges 
closely  scrutinized  the  varying  hue  of  that  pale 
cheek,  which  was  gradually  deepening  into  a 
warmer  flush ;  but  no  one  ventured  with  one  syl- 
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lablc  to  interrupt  the  meditation  whose  solemnity 
was  that  of  prayer,  till  the  Cardinal  elevating  his 
watch,  said — 

"  The  time  has  elapsed  for  the  prisoner's  deci- 
sion. Marie  Arnaud,  speak." 

A  moment  of  deathlike  silence  ensued,  it  was 
nof,  that  the  prisoner  did  not  hear,  though  her 
face  was  covered  with  her  hands,  as  if  thus  she 
sought  to  gain  refuge  from  the  universal  gaze : 
but  when  they  were  withdrawn,  a  light  was  dis- 
closed beaming  thence,  which  told  how  elevating 
had  been  the  hope,  which  at  such  a  time  could 
triumph  over  fear ;  and  advancing  one  step  nearer 
her  judges,  with  unfaltering  accents,  she  said — 

"  My  Lords,  I  am  ready !  The  rack — torture — 
what  you  will — but  I  shall  not  be  deserted !" 

She  raised  her  beaming  eye  as  she  spoke ;  the 
tribunal,  the  crowd  of  wondering  faces  fixed  on 
her,  was  nothing ;  the  feeling  of  accepted  prayer, 
the  consciousness  of  a  holier,  invisible  agency 
around  her,  helped  her  in  that  hour. 

There  was  an  indistinct  clamour,  a  confusion 
in  the  hall;  some  murmured  at  the  harsh  decree, 
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some  thought  of  the  invisible  aid  •  which  was 
reported  to  protect  the  Vaudois  in  danger;  and 
some  would  fain  even  now  seek  to  dissuade  her 
from  her  rash  choice. 

The  Cardinal  fixed  his  searching  eye  on  her  in 
silence;  but  the  Prince  again  addressed  her, 
touched  with  the  resolution  she  had  shown. 

"  Prisoner,  awake  from  your  rash  dream  of 
folly,  there  is  yet  time.  Have  you  no  friends  to 
whom  your  life  is  dear,  that  you  should  thus  dis- 
dainfully cast  it  from  you?  Repent,  recant  from 
your  obstinacy,  and  life,  liberty,  all  you  hold 
most  dear,  will  yet  be  yours." 

But  Marie's  resolution  was  taken ;  she  would 
not  suffer  it  to  be  moved,  though  with  a  look  of 
mixed  gratitude  and  anxiety,  she  addressed  him 
with  entreaty: — 

"Oh!  forbear,  my  lord;  render  not  my  task 
more  difficult  by  a  temptation  which  my  duty 
and  my  honour  alike  command  me  to  resist. 
Friends ! — Yes,  indeed,  have  I  friends !  But  it 
is  the  memory  of  them  which  enables  me  to  meet 
death,  not  to  evade  it!" 
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There  was  an  involuntary  murmur  of  applause ; 
but  the  Cardinal,  of  a  harder  nature  than  his 
colleagues,  imposed  silence,  and  giving  the  ac- 
customed signal  to  the  officer,  who  had  read  the 
indictment,  the  latter  began,  with  a  harsh  and 
unchanging  tone,  to  pronounce  the  sentence,  by 
which  she  was  condemned,  in  punishment  for  her 
refusal  to  comply  with  the  commands  of  her  liege 
sovereign,  to  endure  the  utmost  penance  of  the 
rack  till  she  chose  to  acknowledge  her  error,  and 
confess,  unreservedly,  the  whole  secret  con- 
tained in  the  paper  destroyed  at  Del  Tor. 

No  sooner  had  he  concluded,  than  two  friars, 
whose  dark  dress,  embroidered  with  blood-red 
crosses,  showed  they  belonged  to  the  Inquisition, 
appeared,  and  walking  up  to  the  prisoner,  unfas- 
tened the  chains  which  confined  her  wrists,  on 
which,  however,  they  laid  a  detaining  grasp.  As 
if  by  magic,  at  the  same  moment,  two  folding- 
doors  at  the  end  of  the  apartment,  hitherto  con- 
cealed by  falling  draperies,  flew  open,  and  dis- 
closed a  large  dismal-looking  chamber  with  oaken 
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floor  and  purple  hangings,  the  only  ornament,  a 
few  red  crosses  erected  at  intervals  from  each 
other,  and  in  a  niche  a  beautifully  carved  ivory 
representation  of  the  last  agonies  of  the  crucifixion, 
elevated  on  a  black  marble  pedestal. 

Strange  contrast  !  the  image  of  that  won- 
drous act  of  love,  in  a  spot  where  all  around 
breathed  the  tokens  of  such  opposite  passions 
in  those  for  whom  that  holy  sacrifice  was  con- 
summated. 

In  the  centre,  raised  on  a  platform,  stood  the 
wheel,  that  last  and  awful  engine  of  torture  and 
death,  covered  with  a  sable  pall,  and  beside  it,  at 
a  little  distance,  the  rack,  which  being  destined 
for  immediate  use,  was  disclosed  to  view.  It  was 
a  long  and  narrow  table  so  ingeniously  contrived, 
in  its  multitude  of  springs,  that  no  outward  sign 
betokened  its  real  purpose.  Two  tall  and  powerful 
monks,  whose  stern  features  and  hard  expression 
showed  the  scene  was  no  novelty  to  them,  stood 
near  awaiting  their  victim. 

All  eyes  were  turned  to  those  open  doors  with 
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the  eager  gaze  of  curiosity,  though  but  few  had 
the  painful  privilege  of  witnessing  the  fearful 
operation. 

The  procession  entered:  the  Cardinal,  and  a 
few  of  his  colleagues,  the  file  of  soldiers  and  the 
monks,  and  between  them  the  unhappy  Marie. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

IT  might,  perhaps,  be  the  momentary  excite- 
ment that  enabled  Marie  to  advance  so  steadily 
to  the  place  of  torment.  Had  a  longer  res- 
pite been  allowed,  there  would  have  been  time 
for  reflection  to  show  the  full  horrors  of 
her  situation,  and  awaken  the  weakness  which 
the  confusion  of  the  surrounding  multitude, 
the  enthusiastic  feelings  which  fired  her  bosom, 
stifled  for  the  time.  As  it  was,  with  an  un- 
failing step,  and  a  demeanour  which  awed  and 
astonished  the  spectators,  she  approached  the 
fatal  spot ;  and  when  there,  on  that  dark  and 
awful  platform,  the  Prince  who  had  watched  her 
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with  involuntary  interest,  exclaimed  to  one  of  the 
assistant  priests,  "  Save  !  oh,  save  her  !  She  is  of 
too  high  a  caste  to  suffer  such  ignominy  in  vain. 
On  my  own  peril,  I  venture  to  allow  her  yet  a 
few  moments  of  hesitation  to  repent,  and  escape 
that  unavailing  agony  ;  offer  her  advice,  persuade, 
convince  the  proud  intellect  which  will  not  be 
moved  from  its  high  resolve  by  fear,  and  induce 
her  to  save  herself." 

The  priest  heard  and  wondered,  but  yet  obeyed. 
Already  had  the  officers  of  the  Inquisition  seized 
Marie,  and  were  commencing  with  rude  hands  to 
despoil  her  of  the  modest  kerchief  which  en- 
shrouded her  maiden  bosom,  the  hood  which  had 
confined  her  long  tresses,  now  hanging  like  a  veil 
around  her,  adding  fresh  grace  to  the  attitude  in 
which  she  stood. 

Marie  now  began  to  shrink  from  the  rude  gaze 
of  a  multitude  on  her  exposed  form ;  and  from  the 
rough  offices  of  her  executioners :  more  indicative 
of  the  dread  reality  than  even  the  dark  engine  be- 
fore her.  A  sudden  sensation  of  fear  crept  through 
her  veins  when  the  prince's  messenger  approached, 
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and  with  an  order  to  desist,  stopped  the  proceed- 
ings of  her  guards.  And  then  >once  more  was  she 
addressed  with  persuasions  which  placed,  alas !  in 
colours  all  too  bright,  the  happiness,  the  free- 
dom, which  but  for  her  own  obstinacy  might  yet 
be  hers ;  and  on  the  other  hand  the  weight  of  bitter 
suffering,  and  perhaps  an  ignominious  concession, 
forced  from  her  by  irresistible  agony,  aggravated 
by  her  own  inward  feelings  of  growing  terror 
and  uncertainty. 

This  was  the  hour  of  trial;  she  felt  it,  and  also, 
that  the  worst  result  of  a  firm  resolve  had  been 
far  easier  to  endure ;  and  again  Marie  took  refuge 
in  prayer. 

It  was  a  deeply  interesting  moment  to  the  by- 
standers. There  stood  the  wily  priest,  like  the 
tempter  of  old,  pouring  out  joys  she  had  no  right 
now  to  look  back  upon,  and  enlisting  even  her 
holiest  affections  in  aid  of  his  solicitations  ;  and 
there  was  she,  listening,  alas !  with  too  willing  an 
ear,  her  cheek  varying  with  the  changing  hues 
of  every  fleeting  emotion  ;  her  eye  sometimes 
glistening  with  the  swelling  tear,  sometimes  flash- 
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ing  with  indignation.  But  she  was  silent  ;  no 
murmured  sound  of  assent  or  conviction  declared 
her  real  sentiments,  and  the  spectators  might  yet 
doubt  her  decision,  when  pressing  yet  closer  his 
persuasion,  the  priest  urged,  "  her  father's  claims, 
her  father's  life  and  happiness  dependent  on  her 
existence." 

Then  only  Marie  broke  her  imperturbable  si- 
lence, and  with  a  groan  amounting  almost  to  a 
shriek  of  anguish,  exclaimed,  "  My  father,  oh  i 
my  dear  father  !"  But  she  checked  herself,  and 
in  an  instant  after,  raising  her  eyes  with  a  far 
different  expression  to  the  priest,  whispered — 
"  Old  man!  if  thou  hadst  a  child  —  but  aks! 
alas !  no — if  thou  hadst,  thou  couldst  not  now 
tempt  me  to  shame  my  own  parent.  But  forbear  I 
forbear  for  the  sake  of  our  mutual  Creator ! — 
and  do  thou  help  me,  Almighty  One  !" — From 
that  instant  she  changed  not;  listened  not  but  to 
each  reiterated  question,  replied,  "  The  rack,  the 
rack ;  oh !  sooner  that  than  this !" 

The  priest  perceived  his  remonstrances  were 
unavailing,  and  returned  to  communicate  his  ill 
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success  to  the  Prince,  while  Marie  was  left  stand- 
ing alone  in  the  circle  with  the  guards. 

In  earnest,  impassioned  prayer  she  spent  those 
few  moments  of  comparative  rest,  and  then  the 
priest  returned  to  say  the  hour  had  elapsed,  and 
as  the  prisoner  had  rejected  the  prince's  clemency, 
her  own  fault  doomed  her  to  meet  at  once  the 
rigour  of  her  sentence. 

"  Unhappy!  rash  being!"  said  he,  "  meet  the 
fate  you  have  chosen  with  what  fortitude  you 
may,  for  none  now  can  save ;  no  voice,  even  at  the 
ear  of  Victor  himself,  .commute  thy  sentence. 
Yet,"  added  he,  lingering  to  gaze  with  compas- 
sion on  her  youth  and  beauty,  "  hadst  thou  but 
one  friend  at  court,  perchance  thou  mightest  be 
saved.  Hadst  thou  but  one  to  sue  for  thee  to  the 

» 

Duke,  who  knows  but  that  respite  might  yet  be 
thine  r 

Saying  this,  he  turned  to  depart ;  and  again  the 
rude  guards  approached  to  fulfil  their  cruel  office. 
A  bell  whose  sullen  sound  swung  through  the 
air  with  dread  import,  declared  that  the  moment 
had  indeed  arrived!  Marie  threw  herself  yet 
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once  again,  while  she  had  the  power,  on  her  knees 
beside  the  rack ;  not  to  sue  for  mercy  where  none 
would  be  extended,  but  at  the  source  whence  it 
ever  flows  fresh  and  inexhaustible. 

Suddenly,  something  seemed  to  flash  across  her 
mind ;  a  recollection,  a  thought,  the  words  of  that 
old  priest  had  conjured  up.  Oh!  was  it  provi- 
dentially sent  to  save,  to  bless  in  that  dark  hour 
when  all  earthly  hope  seemed  to  have  vanished. 

The  soldiers  had  drawn  near,  and  commanding 
her  to  rise,  had  grasped  her  on  either  side  to  lift 
her  on  that  bed  of  agony,  when  she  sprung  aside, 
and  in  a  voice  hoarse  and  yet  thrilling  with  emo- 
tion, exclaimed — 

"  Stop !  oh  stop  that  old  man !  I  have  a  friend 
yet,  a  friend  at  Victor's  court,  who  will  rescue  me 
even  now — look,"  she  added,  clasping  her  hands 
in  wild  entreaty,  "  look,  as  ye  be  men — as  ye  be 
human  beings,  look !  He,  who  owns  this  ring 
can  save  me  in  the  darkest  extremity — sure  none 
can  be  darker  than  mine !" 

She  held  aloft  the  glittering  signet  which  Victor 
himself  had  given  her  in  a  former  hour,  and  which 
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she  had  worn  from  the  moment  of  her  first  visit- 
ing Turin,  until  now.  She  pressed  nearer  to  her 
executioners,  and  gazed  with  that  earnest  suppli- 
cation which  will  not  be  denied. 

Nevertheless  her  impassioned  appeal  would 
have  been  lost  on  those  obdurate  hearts,  but  for 
the  buzz  of  indignation  which  sounded  through 
the  hall;  some,  even,  overcome  by  curiosity  ad- 
vanced closer  to  the  inner  circle,  and  braved  the 
drawn  swords  of  the  soldiers,  who  now  surrounded 
her,  in  their  anxiety  to  behold  the  symbol  which 
had  lent  such  sudden  energy  to  the  captive — such 
beaming  hope  to  her  expression. 

"  The  royal  signet !"  at  length  exclaimed  one 
who  was  acquainted  with  the  device,  and  had  ob- 
tained a  nearer  view.  Then,  followed  a  general 
confusion  and  a  stronger  feeling  in  favour  of  the 
prisoner's  chance  of  escape.  The  officers  of  the 
Inquisition  paused  and  doubted,  gazed  even  with 
interest  on  the  brilliant  jewel  Marie  held  aloft ! 

"  Recall  the  holy  father — send  for  the  Prince — 
save  her !"  were  the  mingled  cries  of  the  mul- 
titude. 
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Still  they  delayed,  and  still  Marie  stood  with 
pale  and  quivering  lips,  signs  of  a  hope  hitherto 
unknown,  and  nature's  eagerness  for  the  preser- 
vation of  life ;  her  uplifted  hands  imploring  with 
an  anxiety,  beyond  the  aid  of  words,  for  pity. 

At  length  there  seemed  a  change,  and  the  in- 
quisitorial officer  raising  his  hand  to  enforce 
silence,  demanded  a  messenger  to  recall  the  judges 
on  business  of  weighty  importance,  and  unwil- 
lingly as  the  concession  had  been  granted,  the 
spectator's  burst  forth  in  the  expression  of  irre- 
pressible satisfaction.  One  of  the  attendant  priests 
speedily  undertook  the  mission,  while  Marie  again 
threw  herself  on  her  knees,  in  fervent  if  incohe- 
rent prayer  of  gratitude  and  thanksgiving. 

It  would  have  been  difficult  to  compute  the 
time  which  elapsed,  ere  the  answer  could  arrive  by 
the  feelings  of  the  mixed  multitude  in  that  hall ; 
but  who  shall  scan  the  varied,  the  terrible  sensa- 
tions of  the  prisoner's  breast. 

Who  shall  say  that  those  moments  which  seemed 
to  the  impatient  bystanders  so  heavily  to  linger,  did 
not,  to  her,  hasten  with  fatal  speed,  bearing  on 
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their  wings  not  only  moments  of  life  and  hope, 
but  all  those  strong  and  first  determinations  of 
sterner  fortitude  which  she  had  with  so  much  dif- 
ficulty invoked,  to  shield  and  support  her  yielding 
soul  in  the  dark  hour  of  adversity !  Hope  was 
more  difficult  for  that  tried  heart  to  bear,  than  the 
dread  certainty  she  had  so  boldly  met  before,  and 
the  relaxed  expression  of  the  closed  eye,  and  the 
almost  convulsive  ejaculations  of  prayer  which 
would  occasionally  burst  forth  from  her  lips, 
showed  how  strong  was  the  struggle  within. 

Far  more  rapidly  to  her  that  hour  seemed  to 
vanish  than  its  reality,  which  again  the  sullen 
sound  of  the  deep-toned  clock  testified.  Its 
chimes  reverberated  painfully  on  Marie's  ear ;  the 
last  time  she  listened  to  them,  they  had  sounded 
the  solemn  decree  which  summoned  her  to  agony 
and  death:  and  yet  there  she  still  stood,  un- 
scathed— preserved,  and  oh !  how  providentially 
though  even  now,  perhaps,  not  for  long,  from  the 
bitter  anguish  before  her. 

Was  this,  could  this  be  an  earnest  of  mercy? 

The  moment  had  arrived,  the  folding  doors 

VOL.  II.  N 
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opened,  and  clad  in  their  robes  of  office  the  council 
entered  to  hear  the  case  again ;  but  now  the  Duke 
himself  had  declared  he  would  be  present,  and 
see  if  mercy  might  with  safety  be  extended. 

There  was  a  flourish  of  bugles,  a  shout  of  ac- 
clamation from  the  crowd  at  this  announcement, 
and  an  order  for  silence  was  with  difficulty  im- 
posed, during  the  long  period  which  elapsed  ere 
his  highness  arrived. 

The  excitement  of  suspense,  the  exhaustion 
of  previous  mental  exertion,  lent  a  feverish  hue 
to  Marie's  cheek,  an  unnatural  brilliance  to  her 
eye,  which  added  to  the  beauty  of  her  counte- 
nance, restoring  all  of  which  hard  care  and 
heavy  toil  had  robbed  it  since  that  remarkable 
interview  in  which  Victor  Amadeus  had  in- 
trusted to  her  the  precious  signet,  on  which  all 
her  hopes  now  depended. 

Had  she  known,  indeed,  had  she  guessed  that 
the  Duke  himself  had  been  the  donor,  stronger 
hopes  would  have  risen  in  her  breast,  less  trying 
to  endure  than  the  sickening  suspense,  the  dreamy 
doubt  which  began  to  render  her  brain  dizzy  and 
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confused ;  but  this  was  concealed  from  her,  and 
when,  at  length,  the  loud  trampling  of  the  princely 
procession,  the  martial  sound  of  trumpets,  and 
the  acclamation  of  the  cheering  multitude,  an- 
nounced the  arrival  of  the  Duke,  there  was  more 
of  fear  than  hope  in  Marie's  breast. 

On  receiving  the  message  which  the  old  priest 
had  delivered  from  the  captive,  the  Prince  of 

,  with  generous  zeal,  hastened  to  the  ducal 

pakce;  and,  there,  obtaining  an  immediate  and 
private  interview  with  Victor,  depicted  in  glow- 
ing terms  all  the  circumstances  of  the  trial,  nor 
left  any  means  untried  to  arouse  his  interest  and 
dispose  him  to  a  clemency  which,  when  the  calls 
of  interest  were  unheard,  was  often  strong  in 
Victor's  breast. 

The  Duke  heard,  but  seemed  to  steel  his  heart 
against  the  words  finding  access  there,  and  when 
the  prince  pressed  him  yet  closer  for  some  de- 
cision, a  hesitation  in  his  manner,  an  indistinct 
murmur  of — "  But  Louis, — but  the  enormities 
these  heretics  have  committed — the  necessity  of 
some  example,"  showed  how  slight  were  those 
N2 
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hopes  which  depended  on  his  mercy.     But  when 
determined  to  pursue  the  subject,  and  follow  up 
the  description  of  the  trial  in  its  full  details,  the 
Prince  related  how  Marie  had  reached  the  place 
of  torture,    and  when  there,  within  sight  and 
touch  of  all  human  nature  most  shrinks  from,  re- 
fused every  offer  to  save  her  life,  he  seemed  struck 
and  affected.     The  Prince  continued,  with  deep 
address; — "but  in  death,  my  liege,   in  those  last 
hours  of  suffering,  the  victim  recalled  to  memory 
a  friend;  saying,  that  friend  had  power  to  save, 
that  he  had  given  her  a  ring, — a  signet  of  un- 
bounded power, — which  it  is  now  my  office  to 
present   to  him   who  alone  can  own   its   royal 
bearings,   and  who  alone  could  have  redeemed 
the  victim !" 

With  a  sudden  movement,  Victor  snatched  it 
from  him,  and  memory  recalled  the  being  who, 
even  in  the  transient  meeting,  had  made  an  in- 
delible impression  on  his  mind;  one  so  full  of 
life  and  energy,  and  all  that  can  fill  the  human 
breast  with  elevated  admiration,  now  stretched, 
defaced  and  agonized  on  a  bed  of  torture,  such  as 
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nature  shudders  to  think  of!  Suddenly  he  ex- 
claimed— "  She  is  not  dead? — she  is  not  racked? 
Recall,  ere  it  be  too  late,  the  rash  sentence  that 
condemned  such  a  being  to  ignominy  and  death ! 
She  is  the  daughter  of  the  Pastor  of  Angrogna ! 
— supernatural  in  her  merits;  and  my  autho- 
rity shall  not  presume  to  sever  the  thread  of  her 
existence.  Fly !  ere  it  be  too  late :  not  yet,  can 
even  that  dread  agony  have  destroyed  such  a  life; 
there  is  too  much  energy  in  her  to  sink  so  soon  in 
pain.  Go,  summon  every  aid,  call  back  the  soul 
yet  hovering  in  its  earthly  tenement;  bid  my 
physician  attend,  let  every  care  be  taken,  re- 
deem the  promise  of  that  ring — the  promise  of  a 
Prince,  which  should  be  sacred !" 

A  smile,  almost  imperceptible,  passed  over  the 
Prince's  face  at  these  words,  for  Victor  was  not 
wont  to  regard  the  strictness  of  princely  faith. 
Nevertheless  his  manoeuvre  had  succeeded,  the 
prisoner  was  safe,  and  no  time  must  be  lost  in 
inducing  the  too  vaccillating  duke  to  act  up  to 
his  decision. 

"  She  lives,    your    highness,"   he  answered, 
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"  but  to  preserve  that  life  your  royal  clemency 
is  necessary;  defer  not  then  the  royal  mandate. 
The  council  is  yet  convened,  an  impatient  crowd 
of  spectators  with  hearts  deeply  moved  by  wit- 
nessing the  trial,  will  welcome  this  exercise  of 
royalty's  best  prerogative;  and  pardon  me,  my 
liege,  if  I  suggest,  that  prompt  forgiveness  from 
your  own  lips  in  this  case,  will  be  most  attrac- 
tive in  the  eyes  of  your  subjects." 

When  once  the  prince  had  obtained  Victor's 
consent,  he  did  not  leave  him  for  a  moment, 
well  knowing  the  indecision  of  a  character  which 
would  yield  to  every  fresh  influence ;  and  it  was 
at  last,  with  triumphant  delight — the  sweetest 
reward  of  success  in  the  endeavour  to  rescue 
the  oppressed — that  he  again  entered  the  coun- 
cil-chamber in  the  royal  train. 

Victor  seated  himself  on  the  throne,  and  the 

* 

qualm  of  hesitation  even  now  troubled  the  ex- 
pression of  his  countenance,  but  it  was  too  late : 
he  gazed  on  the  Prince,  and  from  the  spell  of 
his  calm,  searching  eye,  issued  the  command  to 
"  Bring  forth  the  prisoner." 
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From  the  council-chamber  to  the  gloomy  plat- 
form, where  Marie  stood  beside  the  rack,  was,  as 
we  have  before  stated,  a  considerable  space;  and 
this  she  had  once  more  to  traverse  amidst  a 
crowd  which  pressed  eagerly  on  her  steps,  watch- 

| 

ing  with  intense  curiosity,  the  outward  indica- 
tions of  the  emotions  within. 

"  The  Duke  himself  has  arrived,"  exclaimed 
her  guards,  "arise;"  and  they  rudely  raised 
her  from  the  ground  on  which  she  had  knelt, 
and  subsequently  sunk  from  overfatigue.  She 
obeyed  mechanically,  but  their  aid  was  required ; 
and  the  step  which  had  so  firmly  supported  her 
to  the  place  of  sufferings,  now  faltered  as  she 
strove  to  leave  it. 

A  mist  was  before  her  eyes,  a  quickly  varying 
colour  on  her  cheek,  as  she  was  led  to  the  place 
where  her  judges  sat  once  more;  yet  could  she 
command  the  faculty  of  sight  enough  to  raise 
her  eyes  to  the  royal  person,  who  sat  there  in 
all  his  fearful  power  over  life  and  death;  and 
with  a  feeling  acute  and  indescribable,  she  be- 
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held  in  him,  the  actual  friend  whom  she  had 
only  counted  on  as  a  mediator. 

She  saw,  she  felt  that  she  was  pardoned,  and 
raised  her  hands  in  supplicating  action  to  Heaven. 
But  the  strained  bow  had  been  bent  too  far, 
her  ears  refused  to  hear  the  words  of  life  and 
pardon  which  were  spoken — she  fell  prostrate 
before  the  throne,  and  nature  again  asserted  her 
power  over  mental  exertion. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

FOR  some  hours  after  the  Marquis  of  Pianezza 
had  left  Anima,  she  remained  in  a  state  of  un- 
conscious exhaustion  which  prevented  her  from 
discovering  any  of  the  events  which  had  occurred 
in  the  castle;  and  glad  to  preserve  her  as  long  as 
possible  from  hearing  what  she  knew  would  be 
painful,  Victorine  saw  without  regret  the  apathy 
of  her  mistress. 

She  had  heard  the  loud  noise  of  the  departing 
troop,  and  wondered  that  the  trumpet's  blast  had 
been  unperceived  by  Anima ;  and  oppressed  by 
the  total  silence  that  ensued,  rose  to  seek  the 
seneschal  and  prepare  some  refreshment  for  her 
patient. 

N3 


274  THE   PASTOR   CHIEF;    OK, 

She  found  the  old  man  with  an  expression  of 
anxiety  on  his  furrowed  countenance,  and  an 
agitation  in  his  manner  which  alarmed  her. 

"  Victorine,"  said  he,  as  she  approached,  "  can 
you  explain  the  fearful  mysteries  of  yesternight, 
the  remembrance  of  which  chills  my  blood  with 
horror !  Was  it  a  spirit  or  a  human  form  that 
stood  amid  the  bursting  flames  in  my  mistress' 
apartment,  and  spread  consternation  among  us  all, 
blasting  the  Marchioness  with  sudden  illness,  and 
inspiring  my  master  with  a  fury  such  as  we  never 
witnessed  before?" 

Victorine  smiled,  for  she  perceived  the  old  man 
was  imbued  with  the  superstition  of  the  time ;  but 
too  wise  to  attempt  to  overcome  his  prejudice  by 
any  remonstrance,  she  merely  soothed  his  alarms 
by  the  assurance  that  her  mistress  was  better, 
and  the  intruder  at  all  events  removed  for  the 
present. 

"  Removed !  ay,  but  how  far?"  said  the  sene- 
schal, "  these  very  walls  contain  the  awful  being, 
chained  within  a  few  paces  of  us,  and  we  are  left, 
the  impotent  and  the  old,  in  its  fearful  power 
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without  the  means  of  escaping.  Prisoners  our- 
selves ! — alas !  alas !  what  infernal  spirit  could  have 
possessed  the  Marquis,  that  he  should  have  left 
us  here  alone,  and  locked, — ay  locked,  within 
these  fearful  walls?" 

Now  indeed  Victorine  became  terrified;  locked 
up !  confined  without  hope  of  escape  in  case  of 
danger ! 

She  closely  questioned  the  old  man,  and  found 
his  assertion  but  too  true ;  the  Marquis  had  lock- 
ed the  strong  door  at  the  end  of  the  corridor,  and 
though  at  liberty  to  roam  throughout  the  apart- 
ments within  its  precints,  they  could  not  stir  be- 
yond it.  Thus,  the  Marchioness,  and  herself,  the 
seneschal  and  a  few  other  attendants  were  im- 
mured. With  a  faltering  voice  she  asked,  for 
how  long. 

He  replied  "till  the  Marquis's  return;"  and 
that  she  knew  must  depend  on  the  chances  of 
war — chances  how  desperate !  She  next  inquired 
into  the  state  of  provisions. 

They  seemed  to  be  but  scanty,  and  an  unutter- 
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able  fear  overtook  her  which  she  dared  not  com- 
municate. 

Victorine  had  never  liked  the  Marquis.  His 
suspicious  nature,  prone  to  suppose  evil,  was  one 
which  she  could  neither  understand,  nor  sympa- 
thise with;  his  wild  bursts  of  passion,  contrasting 
with  the  otherwise  cold  selfishness  of  his  charac- 
ter, his  imperious  bearing  towards  his  inferiors, 
and  neglectful  conduct  to  his  wife,  together 
with  a  dark  revengeful  spirit,  made  her  fear  and 
distrust  him ;  and  now  a  sudden  thought  came 
into  her  mind  which  made  her  whole  frame 
shudder. 

Could  this  be  the  threatened  punishment,  the 
premeditated  revenge  for  the  errors  of  the  Mar- 
chioness, incarceration  in  these  gloomy  walls,  a 
lingering  death  of  starvation ! 

She  tried  to  repress  the  idea,  for  charity  bade 
her  think  no  evil,  and  reason  taught  her  the  folly  of 
anticipating  an  imaginary  danger,  at  a  time  when 
she  might  want  every  faculty  unimpaired  by  fear. 

She  returned  to  her  mistress's  apartment  with- 
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out  another  question ;  but  her  heart  sunk  within 
her,  and  her  step  had  lost  its  elasticity. 

She  found  Anima  sitting  up  on  KeTnetJficn, 
and  more  collected  but  so  feeble  and  exhausted 
that  she  passively  submitted  to  all  that  was  done 
for  her;  and  Victorine  still  hoped  that  some  hours 
of  painful  incertitude  might  be  spared  to  her;  but 
with  returning  strength  came  the  memory  of  the 
past  and  she  eagerly  enquired  for  the  prisoner. 
Ignorant  of  Marie's  fate  and  anxious  to  avoid  the 
exciting  subject,  the  attendant  evaded  her  ques- 
tions, and  administering  some  composing  medi- 
cines, she  left  her  to  sleep  off  their  effect  in  soli- 
tude, and  retired  to  an  adjacent  room,  which 
overlooked  the  courtyard  beneath.  The  day 
wore  away,  and  the  evening  gloom  was  now 
darkening  every  object.  There  was  a  stir  below, 
and  she  could  see  armed  men  preparing  for  some 
expedition,  nor  was  it  without  regret  she  saw 
them  depart  one  by  one,  to  the  number  of  about 
thirty,  leaving  the  castle  probably  quite  unde- 
fended. 

It  was  strange,  unaccountable,  and  she  longed 
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to  ask  their  destination  as  they  passed ;  she  even 
raised  her  voice  in  enquiry,  but  bent  on  their  own 
purpose,  they  hadno  time  to  listen  to  or  answer  her 
questions,  and  they  rode  by  in  unheeding  silence. 
A  heavy  swinging  sound,  like  the  closing  of  a  door, 
followed  a  rumbling  noise  from  the  other  side  of 
the  building,  and  shortly  after,  the  carriage  which 
held  Marie  was  seen  slowly  winding  in  the  far 
distance,  and  revealed  the  business  of  the  guard. 

She  remained  in  wonderment,  not  knowing 
what  it  meant,  and  was  then  struck  by  the  utter 
silence  which  prevailed — without,  the  stillness  of 
the  coming  night — within,  no  stirring  footstep, 
when  but  the  evening  before  the  walls  had  rung 
with  loud  and  boisterous  noise. 

There  would  have  been  little  comfort  in  con- 
sulting the  seneschal;  he  was  surly,  and  now  so 
imbued  with  superstitious  alarms,  that  he  could 
not  see  the  real  dangers  of  their  present,  or  the 
terrors  of  their  future  condition. 

As  she  sat  musing  over  its  probabilities,  a  light 
step  roused  her  attention;  and  turning,  she  beheld 
the  Marchioness  pale  and  wrapped  in  her  white 
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drapery,  looking  in  her  delicate  beauty  more 
spectral  than  human. 

"  Victorine,"  she  called,  "  why  do  you  leave 
me  in  these  dismal  rooms?  My  heart  has  been 
sad  and  sick  since  I  laid  on  that  couch,  and  dark 
fancies  have  distressed  my.  brain.  Come  and  dis- 
pel these  dreary  visions  which  have  been  speaking 
of  the  past;  and  first  tell  me,  oh!  tell  me  was  it 
all  real?  or  did  a  dream  haunt  me?  She  who 
stood  here,  was  it — was  it  flesh  and  blood?  or" — 
Anima  gasped,  unable  to  express  the  dread  ima- 
gination she  had  conjured  up. 

Victorine  did  not  deceive  her,  she  told  her 
it  was  no  illusion,  that  a  Vaudois  had  entered 
the  castle,  and  that  wild  confusion  had  ensued, 
but  now  all  was  again  secure  and  the  intruder 
removed,  so  that  she  could  no  longer  alarm  or 
molest  her.  , 

As  the  Marchioness  listened,  the  expression  of 
fear  yielded  to  one  of  the  deepest  sorrow.  "  Re- 
moved !"  she  exclaimed,  "  oh  where? — not  to  those 
fearful  dungeons?  Victorine,  she  is  my  friend! 
my  dearest,  my  only  friend.  For  me  she  perilled 
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her  life,  for  me  she  entered  these  hated  walls,  and 
I  must  save  her  or  die.  Listen,"  she  added  with 
impressive  earnestness,  "  you  know  not  my  early 
history,  my  real  nature ;  for  you  have  only  be- 
held me  in  the  false  position  I  have  occupied 
since  my  fatal  marriage.  You  know  not  that  I 
am  in  heart,  as  I  was  once  in  profession — a  Vau- 
dois  and  a  protestant;  I,  who  now  appear  before 
my  best  and  dearest  friends  leagued  with  their 
foes!  But  it  is  for  the  last  time;  years  of  re- 
flection have  rolled  over  me  in  these  hours  of  suf- 
fering, and  convinced  of  my  error,  I  reject  it  at 
once ;  and  my  first  act  must  be  to  procure  that 
prisoner's  liberty  and  escape.  I  fear  not  danger 
or  punishment  in  the  attempt,  and  will  myself 
unlock  her  dungeon  gates.  But  alone,  unaided, 
the  task  would  be  beyond  my  power.  Help  me, 
Victorine — as  you  are  a  protestant  and  a  Chris- 
tian," she  added,  with  emphasis. 

Victorine  listened,  but  sighed  at  the  thought  of 
the  difficulties  of  the  attempt,  which  her  mistress 
was  incapable  of  estimating,  but  she  answered : — 

"  Help  you,  Madame !  ay,  with  my  life's  blood, 
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were  it  necessary  in  such  a  cause  ;  but  are  the 
means  of  doing  it  in  my  power  ?" 

"  Every  thing,1'  replied  Aniina,  "  is  in  the 
power  of  a  strong  and  decided  resolution." 

Victorine  did  not  answer.  She  feared  to  com- 
municate the  fact  of  their  own  imprisonment ;  and 
she  saw  not  the  possibility  of  reaching  the  dun- 
geon where  she  believed  the  prisoner  was  incar- 
cerated. 

Suddenly,  Anima  asked  for  the  Marquis  ;  and 
then  learned  from  Victorine  he  was  gone  on  an 
expedition,  the  object  of  which  she  knew  not, 
and  that  the  castle  was  well  nigh  deserted. 

"  Fortune  then  favours  my  project,"  said  Ani- 
ma :  "  we  must  thread  these  intricate  passages,  and 
finding  the  stairs  which  lead  to  the  subterranean 
caves,  leave  nothing  untried  to  gain  admittance. 
Should  my  authority  prove  insufficient,  the  gaoler 
will  not  resist  the  rich  bribes  I  will  offer,  and  once 
within  that  dungeon,  Marie  shall  no  longer  sigh  in 
vain  for  freedom  or  a  companion !  In  the  eyes  of 
Pianezza  our  guilt  must  be  alike,  and  our  punish- 
ment should  be  the  same.  Come,  Victorine,  help 
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me  without  delay,  or  if" — she  added,  observing 
her  changing  colour,  "  you  fear  to  accompany 
me,  I  will  go  alone.  I  shall  neither  sink  be- 
neath the  undertaking,  nor  give  it  up  !"  and  the 
Marchioness  with  dignified  resolution  took  the 
lamp  which  stood  burning  on  the  table  near,  and 
advanced  on  her  mission. 

Victorine  followed  mechanically,  and  they 
passed  several  apartments  without  an  impedi- 
ment. Silent  and  dark  was  each  passage,  each 
gloomy  recess,  nor  did  human  form  or  sound  in- 
terrupt their  progress  :  they  reached  the  nearest 
end  of  the  corridor,  and  then  not  daring  to  de- 
ceive her  any  longer,  Victorine  seized  her  hand, 
exclaiming  "  Return,  Madame,  oh !  return  to  your 
chamber  ;  it  is  in  vain  to  proceed,  fain  would  I 
have  concealed  the  dismal  fact,  but  there  is  no 
longer  egress  for  us  :  the  doors  are  effectually 
barred,  and  none  can  pass  without  their  master's 
will.  Return,  and  try  to  endure  with  patience 
till  he  arrives." 

"  Return! — wait    patiently!    Victorine — -you 
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forget  'tis  Marie's  life  that  speeds  with  every  mo- 
ment, and  you  bid  me  wait  !" 

"  Madame,  no  option  remains,  you  must  wait ; 
to  pass  this  corridor  is  impossible !" 

"  What?"  cried  the  Marchioness — "I,  a  prisoner 
in  my  own  castle  ?  There  is  treachery  here — Ho  ! 
— Seneschal !"  and  with  all  the  fire  of  a  naturally 
impetuous  disposition  Anima  stamped  with  im- 
patience as  she  reiterated  the  call. 

At  length  the  old  man  obeyed  :  and  she  hastily 
exclaimed,  "  Undo  the  door." 

He  stared  at  the  strange  alteration  in  the  usually 
gentle  being  before  him,  and  who  was,  as  he  be- 
lieved, laid  powerless  on  a  bed  of  sickness.  He 
doubted  if  some  evil  spirit  had  not  assumed  her 
shape  to  work  magic  throughout  the  castle. 
Again  she  repeated  the  order,  and  with  flushed 
cheek  and  flashing  eye,  reminded  him  she  was  his 
sovereign  mistress,  and  that  his  life  itself  should 
be  perilled  by  his  disobedience — "  Unbar  that 
door,  old  man,  and  let  me  out,  or" — 

In  vain  Victorine  sought  to  stem  the  boiling 
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passion  ;  she  pushed  her  aside,  and  with  her  own 
slender  fingers  sought  to  remove  the  heavy  bolt. 
"  Madame,"  stammered  the  Seneschal,  "  I 
cannot  open  that  door.  Alas,  alas  !  we  are  all 
prisoners  alike.  1  too  would  willingly  fly  this 
fearful  abode,  but  invisible  powers  surround  and 
detain  us.  The  Marquis  himself  closed  that  door, 
and  bore  away  the  key." 

"  Where  then  is  the  Marquis  gone  ?"  she 
asked. 

"Gone,"  he  replied,  "  to  hunt  out  the  accursed" 
— he  stopped,  there  was  an  indignant  flash  of  her 
eye  that  froze  the  word  on  his  lips,  with  the  sus- 
picion that  it  was  indeed  one  of  those  evil  spirits, 
abettors  of  the  foe,  that  stood  before  him;  "  gone," 
he  added,  in  a  subdued  tone,  "  to  join  the  Mar- 
quis de  Parelles  at  Perrier." 

"  And  may  not,  therefore,"  continued  Victo- 
rine,  "return  for  days,  perhaps,  never!  Yes, 
Madame,"  she  continued  with  sorrowful  respect, 
"  it  were  vain  to  conceal  the  truth.  Till  your 
lord  returns  we  are  incarcerated  here,  and  can 
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only  pray  that  our  strength  and  our  provisions 
ma}r  last  till  then." 

Anima  perceived  at  once  the  horror  of  their 
situation,  but  the  thoughts  of  Marie,  the  hope  of 
reaching  her  dungeon,  were  still  uppermost  in  her 
mind,  and  with  milder  accents  she  said  to  the 
Seneschal, 

"  Old  man,  you  who  have  dwelt  so  long  within 
these  walls  must  surely  know  some  secret  outlet 
within  the  corridor,  some  passage  by  which  we 
may  escape.  Tell  me,"  she  added  with  impas- 
sioned eagerness,  "and  I  will  repay  you,  will  place 
at  your  command  wealth  such  as  you  never  dreamt 
of,  and  bless  you  in  my  prayers,  though  I  may 
never  see  you  again  on  earth !" 

He  smiled  contemptuously.  "  Alas  I  Madame, 
what  is  all  you  offer  in  comparison  with  the  life 
I  would  fain  preserve  by  any  escape,  if  I  knew 
of  such!  There  is  no  issue,  no  private  outlet 
from  this  part  of  the  castle,  but  by  leaping  from 
the  windows.  And  who,  that  was  made  of  flesh 
and  blood,  would  attempt  such  a  venture  ?  On 
one  side,  the  steep  rock  beneath ;  on  the  other, 
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the  probability  of  interruption,  forbid  the  at- 
tempt ;  and  yet  thus  only  can  we  be  free  I" 

Victorine  shuddered,  but  Anima  resumed. 
"  Nay,  that  is  not  my  desire.  Here  I  am  con- 
tent to  abide  my  lord's  pleasure,  and  would 
willingly  return,  my  mission  accomplished.  It 
is  to  the  dungeon,  to  those  subterranean  caves, 
that  I  would  pass.  Are  there  no  means  of  reach- 
ing them  ?" 

The  old  man  gazed  in  wonderment.  "  None," 
he  replied,  "  that  I  know  of;  and  if  I  did,  what 
could  induce  me  to  lead,  or  you  to  go  there  ?" 

"  Mind  not  my  object,"  said  the  Marchioness; 
"  but  tell  me,  if  you  can  take  me  thither." 

"  Impossible,"  replied  he.  "  Could  I  reach 
the  spot,  I  could  not  enter ;  the  keys  are  in- 
trusted to  the  care  of  another,  and  he  is  gone 
with  the  prisoner,  who  was  taken  last  night,  to 
Turin." 

"  Gone!"  cried  the  Marchioness.  "  Marie, 
gone!  Alas!  alas!  I  am  then  too  late!"  and 
she  cast  herself,  forgetful  of  all  besides,  on  the 
floor.  "  She  came  to  save,  to  redeem  me;  and 
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I  deserted  her  in  the  hour  of  need,  without  one 
effort  to  save  her !" 

For  a  while,  Anima  remained  in  silent  and 
unspeakable  despair,  then  looking  up,  exclaimed, 

"  Gaze  not  on  me,  old  man,  but  tell  me,  do 
you  not  deceive  me  ?  Is  she  really  gone  ?" 

"  She  is,"  whispered  Victorine.  "  I  saw  them 
convey  her  hence,  and  now,  thought  and  caution 
alone  can  serve  her.  Recollect  yourself,  Madame, 
and  do  not  yield  to  your  deep  grief  before  a 
strange  observer." 

She  drew  towards  her,  she  soothed  the  vio- 
lence of  her  sorrow,  and  succeeded  in  leading  her 
back  to  her  apartment,  where  Anima  gave  fresh 
vent  to  her  despair.  Her  impatient  spirit  chafed 
at  the  inactivity  to  which  she  was  condemned; 
her  pride  was  roused  at  the  indignity  offered  to 
her,  and  remorse  added  its  poignant  sting  to 
her  distress. 

So  passed  the  night,  and  Victorine  ventured 
neither  to  leave  her,  nor  to  minister  to  the  passion 
which  possessed  her;  but  she  tried,  by  judicious 
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restoratives,  to  support  the  sinking  frame,  and 
prayed  for  aid  to  sootli  the  excited  mind. 

Nor  was  her  gentle  care  in  vain.  Gradually, 
Anima's  passionate  regrets  subsided,  and  she 
felt  the  value  of  her  attendant's  thoughtful  and 
simple  character,  and  the  comfort  of  being  able 
to  give  vent  to  the  torrent  of  thoughts  that 
rushed  so  tumultuously  to  her -breast;  and  she 
poured  forth  her  eventful  history  from  its  com- 
mencement, those  bright  and  sunny  days  of 
childhood,  the  weak  irresolution  of  a  later  period, 
and  finally  the  follies,  the  worldly  vanities  which 
had  stained  it,  with  repeated  resolutions  to  amend 
the  past  by  flying  from  the  present. 

Victorine  listened,  and  approved  her  repent- 
ance; nor  did  she  flatter  her  by  palliating  her 
self-accusations.  She  also  told  her,  that  the  only 
atonement  for  the  past  must  now  consist  in  the 
fulfilment  of  present  duties,  and  first  of  all,  to 
the  husband,  whom  she  confessed  she  had  never 
fully  loved,  and  now  feared,  if  not  disliked.  She 
calmed  and  directed  the  course  of  her  grief,  and 
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as  the  sheltering  oak  supports  the  weak  ivy,  her 
strong  mind  raised  the  wavering  being  before 
her,  and  shed  hope  and  comfort  on  her  troubled 
breast.  She  taught  her  to  feel  that  the  name  of 
her  creed  was  nothing  in  the  sight  of  Him  who 
demanded,  in  the  heart  itself,  a  well-spring  to 
nourish  every  action  with  single-eyed  devotion 
and  benevolence  towards  its  fellow-creatures ;  and 
told  her  how  the  sacrifice  would  be  accepted, 
even  though  offered  under  the  outward  symbols 
of  a  different  creed;  bidding  her,  while  she  re- 
pented her  apostacy,  yet  to  be  humbly  grateful  that 
it  was  not  the  result  of  conviction,  and  bear  pa- 
tiently as  a  cross,  the  necessity  of  still  wearing 

* 

an  appearance  she  now  loathed,  till  opportunity 
should  enable  her  to  declare  herself  a  protestant 
in  belief,  as  she  was  a  Christian  in  practice. 

Days  passed;  but  they  were  not  sad  to  Anima, 
she  had  found  a  friend  with  whom  she  might 
discuss  themes,  which  could  not  weary,  and  who 
could  give  her  support,  derived  from  the  holiest 
source. 

Meanwhile,  the  expected  time  fox  the  Mar- 
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quis's  return  had  elapsed;  and  as  Victorine  had 
foreseen,  their  store  began  to  wax  scanty ;  and 
every  barrier  annihilated  by  that  leveller  of  dis- 
tinction, the  dread  of  approaching  death,  the  few 
attendants  who,  like  themselves,  were  hopelessly 
incarcerated,  would  congregate  in  the  Mar- 
chioness's apartment,  and  there,  bewailing  their 
position,  canvass  the  best  mode  of  escape.  Some 
talked  of  climbing  from  the  windows,  and  en- 
deavouring to  find  their  way  to  Turin;  but  the 
unknown  road,  the  dangers  they  would  have  to 
contend  with  in  paths  beset  by  stragglers  of  the 
French  army,  the  dreaded  Vaudois,  or  the  still 
more  fearful  parties  of  the  bandits  of  Mondovi, 
deterred  them  from  making  the  attempt.  Death, 
seemed  to  await  them  on  every  side,  and  a  wilder 
dread  arose  in  Anima's  breast.  Should  the  Vau- 
dois, indeed,  have  conquered,  and  her  massacred 
lord  never  return  to  their  release !  Then  woke 
the  tenderness  of  female  affection,  and  his  faults 
forgiven,  Pianezza  was  only  remembered  as  the 
bridegroom,  to  whom  her  early  faith  had  been 
plighted. 
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As  time  wore  on,  it  became  evident  that  the 
few  guards  the  Marquis  had  left,  had  all  de- 
camped, weary  of  their  monotonous  life,  either 
to  join  their  own  corps,  or  try  the  excitement  of 
a  marauding  life,  on  their  own  resources. 

What,  then,  would  be  the  fate  of  the  victims 
that  castle  contained,  should  the  victorious  Vau- 
dois,  in  the  thirst  for  revenge,  fall  on  it,  and 
wreak  their  power  on  its  inmates. 

They  trembled,  as  they  contemplated  such  a 
possibility,  and  sick  with  suspense,  reduced  by 
the  scanty  allowance  to  which  they  had  wisely 
restricted  themselves,  they  crowded  to  the  win- 
dows, gazing  with  earnestness  thence,  in  the 
vain  hope  of  discovering  some  friend  arriving  to 
their  rescue,  and  increasing  each  other's  alarm  by 
the  detail  of  their  own. 

With  generous  self-denial,  Anima  refused 
almost  all  her  own  share  of  the  food  which  Vic- 
torine  vainly  pressed  her  to  take;  she  felt  that 
she  was  partly  the  cause  of  their  sufferings,  and 
an  adept  in  self-accusation,  she  grieved  with  the 
sharper  poignancy. 

o  2 
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What  were  all  the  baubles  which  surrounded 
her  now,  and  which  she  had  deemed  necessaries  to 
her  gilded  existence  ;  powerless,  were  they  ;  either 
to  impart  comfort,  or  to  soothe  their  sufferings. 
What  availed  the  wealth  that  could  not  preserve 
life?  It  showed  the  vanity  of  earthly  things, 
and  taught  her  a  lesson  she  might  have  failed 
to  learn  in  a  less  painful  situation;  under  a 
humble  but  pious  instructress,  too,  who  could 
lead  her  to  bow  with  submission,  and  look  up 
with  faith.  A  week  had  passed,  still  no  tidings 
came. 

It  was  the  decline  of  a  day,  dark  with  one  of 
the  thick  mists  frequent  in  that  climate.  Anima 
was  sitting  once  more  in  the  boudoir  which  had 
been  the  scene  of  so  much  confusion  the  last 
time  she  had  visited  it,  and  leaning  against  the 
high  casement,  Victorine  was  listening  with 
eager  anxiety  for  some  sound,  where  sight  was 
unavailing  to  discern  any  approaching  object. 

"  When  last  I  sat  here,"  said  the  Marchioness, 
addressing  her,  "  how  unexpected,  how  sad  the 
arrival  I  witnessed,  and  now — what  may  be  in 
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store  for  me?  Oh!  that  my  eyes  could  pene- 
trate those  mountains,  and  see  where  my  friends 
are  dwelling  beyond  them !  Where  he  to  whom 
the  rest  of  my  existence  pertains,  is  now !  Ah ! 
Victorine,  'tis  a  dreadful  thought,  that  husband 
and  friends  are  met  in  that  dread  struggle,  which 
must  end  in  the  destruction  of  one  or  the  other." 

"Hist!"  said  the  attendant,  "heard  you  no 
noise?" 

"  The  eagle  flapped  its  wing  over  yon  rocky 
crag,  or  perhaps  the  water  fowl  dipped  her 
wing  in  the  splashing  wave,"  replied  Anima. 

"  No,"  said  Victorine,  "  it  was  a  more  distant 
sound;  hark !  I  hear  it  again.  Yes!  certainly  it 
is  a  horse's  tramp — again !  Oh !  come  and  listen, 
for  again  I  hear  it !" 

Anima  climbed  to  the  spot  where  her  com- 
panion stood,  and  together,  in  breathless  suspense, 
they  drank  in  each  approaching  sound.  There 
was,  indeed,  no  doubt,  yet  neither  spoke,  fear- 
ful of  losing  for  an  instant  the  evidence  of  what 
they  had  so  long  desired.  At  length  the  dull 
sound  changed  to  a  ringing  clank,  distinctly 
03 
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declaring  the  approach  of  some  armed  warrior, 
and  as  he  drew  nearer  the  castle,  they  could 
easily  discern  amid  the  fog  the  plume  of  hia  cap 
as  it  floated  in  the  air. 

Anima  grasped  her  companion's  arm  convul- 
sively. 

"  Ah!  Victorine,  is  it  a  friend  or  foe?" — but 
a  bugle's  blast  echoed  through  the  building,  sum- 
moning the  inmates  to  the  window,  and  cut- 
ting short  her  unfinished  exclamation.  Still  it 
sounded  before  the  gate,  and  an  impatient  voice 
demanded  admittance,  but  no  warder  answered, 
and  the  horseman  shouted  repeatedly. 

"Hark!"  said  Anima,  "it  is  my  husband's 
note,  his  bugle  blast,  I  know  the  sound,"  and 
leaning  from  the  window,  both  she  and  Vic. 
tonne  tried  to  answer  the  impatient  summons. 

At  length,  gazing  upwards,  he  heard  a  wo- 
man's voice,  and  hastily  asked, 

"  Where  is  the  Marchioness?  Who  is  with 
her,  why  is  the  castle  closed,  and  apparently 
deserted?" 

As  brief  and  distinctly  as  possible,  Victorine 
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strove  to  explain,  and  learnt  in  reply,  that  the 
speaker  was  the  young  Count  de  Parat. 

"  Victorine,"  he  asked,  "  where  is  your  mis- 
ress?  Go  tell  her  I  have  come  in  haste  and 
alone  through  many  perils,  to  bear  her  the  sad 
news  my  heart  bleeds  to  relate.  Tell  her,  but  for 
her,  I  never  should  have  left  for  a  moment  the 
post  of  danger,  and  now  have  stolen  but  one 
instant  to  prepare  her  for  the  worst,  and  if  pos- 
sible, to  save  her.  I  find  the  castle  deserted,  its 
gates  closed,  and  no  admittance  vouchsafed  to 
me !  Say  quickly,  what  has  happened." 

But  Anima  had  pushed  aside  her  attendant, 
and  in  a  piercing  voice  of  anguish,  cried,  "  I  am 
here  myself  to  receive  the  tale;  in  mercy  say 
what  fresh  misery  awaits  me. 

"  Alas !  Madame,"  replied  the  Count  de  Parat, 
"your  lord  is  dangerously  wounded  beyond 
Vachere;  our  troops  have  been  worsted,  and 
blood  has  been  uselessly  shed  on  both  sides. 
The  Vaudois  (shame  on  the  craven  hearts  they 
deal  with)  advance  daily,  decking  themselves 
with  the  laurels  they  strip  from  our  bi  ows. 
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u  I  dare  not  remain,  my  presence  is  necessary 
to  cheer  the  daunted  troop,  who  but  for  their 
leaders,  would  throw  down  their  arms  and  fly. 
Perhaps  too,  should  success  crown  my  efforts,  I 
may  yet  preserve  the  castle  from  falling  into 
their  hands,  but  you  nevertheless  must  fly, 
hasten  hence  without  an  instant's  delay,  and 
endeavour  to  reach  the  Convent  of  Angrogna 
(where  some  of  our  party  are  stationed)  ere 
night.  Bitterly  will  you  lament  any  vain  hesi- 
tation which  might  throw  you  into  their  power." 

"Fly!"  said  Anima,  "but  how?  The  gates 
are  closed,  the  attendants  departed,  our  provisions 
are  almost  exhausted,  and  all  left  within  these 
walls  are  impotent  and  old.  How  shall  we  fly  ? 
How  seek  the  dangers  of  the  open  country  unaided 
and  alone?  Oh  stay !  generous  Count,  stay,  and 
save  us  yourself,  from  captivity  and  death !" 

He  listened  to  her  earnest  supplications  and 
many  a  hesitating  doubt  passed  over  his  heart. 
How  leave  this  fair  and  interesting  creature  ex- 
posed unprotected  to  the  uncertainties  of  her  ven- 
turous escape?  How  break  his  knightly  word  to 
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his  friend  and  his  followers,  and  desert  them  at 
the  very  moment  his  arm  might  serve? 

In  brief  words  he  told  his  case,  and  Victorine, 
turning  to  her  mistress,  said — 

"  Oh !  ask  him  not  to  stay  for  us,  we  are  only 
women  and  useless  to  their  cause ;  shall  the  strong 
suffer  because  the  weak  want  aid?  No;  rather 
let  the  weak  supply  strength  to  themselves  from 
their  own  energies.  Let  him  go,  Madame,  Pro- 
vidence will  guard  us :  and  relying  implicitly  on 
Him,  we  have  a  surer  hope  than  in  the  help  of 
man!" 

Anima  submitted  to  the  control  of  a  superior 
judgment,  and  now  appeared  the  full  value  of 
Victorine's  strong  character.  She  urged  the 
Count  to  depart,  she  hastened  him  on  his  journey, 
and  then,  summoning  all  the  inmates  of  the  castle, 
explained  to  them  the  news  he  had  brought, 
stimulating  them  to  greater  exertion,  and  helped 
to  contrive  their  mode  of  escape,  which  could 
only  be  effected  by  climbing  from  that  very  win- 
dow by  which  Marie  had  entered ;  nor  was  this  an 
easy  undertaking,  the  twisted  ivy  branches  now 
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affording  but  an  insecure  footing,  and  the  height 
being  extreme. 

For  some  moments  they  gazed  in  dismay.  It 
did  indeed  seem  impossible  to  reach  the  terrace 
in  safety.  To  leap  down  was  a  certainty  of  dislo- 
cating every  bone,  and  should  they  by  accident 
alight  beyond  its  parapet,  a  no  less  dreadful  death 
would  await  them  in  a  deep  moat  intervening 
between  it  and  the  mossy  sward  beyond. 

"  No,  Victorine,"  faltered  Anima,  as  the 
former  climbing  to  the  window-frame  tried  to  ex- 
plain to  her  how  it  might  be  effected,  and  encou- 
raged her  to  the  attempt;  "  I  dare  not,  I  cannot; 
rather  would  I  perish  with  hunger  here,  than 
make  the  fearful  effort !  It  makes  me  dizzy  to 
behold  even  the  height  of  those  walls !"  And  she 
shrunk  back,  resolved  to  wait  any  uncertain  danger 
in  preference  to  that. 

Victorine  then  begged  some  of  the  others  to 
make  the  trial,  but  all  stood  aghast :  and  even  the 
seneschal,  who  had  been  most  anxious  to  escape, 
declared  it  to  be  impracticable,  and  that  none  but 
a  devil  or  a  Vaudois  could  attempt  it  and  live. 


THE  ESCAPE  OP  THE  VAUDOIS.  299 

In  this  dilemma  many  precious  moments  sped, 
and  Victorine  recalled  the  Count's  exhortations 
as  to  the  importance  of  reaching  a  place  of  safety, 
ere  an  infuriated  troop  should  rush  on  the  unde- 
fended castle. 

"  Oh !  coward  hearts,"  said  she,  "  that  tremble 
at  risk  when  life  itself  is  at  stake !  Say,  dearest 
mistress,"  she  said,  turning  to  Anima,  "  will  you, 
if  I  descend  first  in  safety,  trust  yourself  to  me  and 
slide  to  the  bottom,  aided  by  a  rope  with  which  I 
shall  not  fear  to  swing  myself  out  first,  and  which  I 
will  firmly  hold  while  it  is  fastened  to  the  case- 
ment?" 

"  No,  Victorine,"  gasped  the  Marchioness, 
"  ask  me  not,  I  am  resolved  to  abide  my  fate  here :" 
and  she  clung  with  childish  terror  to  the  chair 
on  which  she  sat,  as  if  fearful  of  being  dragged 
away  against  her  will. 

It  was  provoking  ;  for  the  example  of  her  fear 
was  contagious,  and  all  now  declared  the  under- 
taking impossible. 

"  Seneschal,"  said  Victorine,  turning  to  him, 
"  here  then,  you  are  willing  to  await  death  by 
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famine  or  murder?  Arouse  thee,  old  man,  sharpen 
thy  intellects,  for  on  them  depend  thy  life  and 
ours.  Say,  is  there  no  iron  bar  or  crow,  strong 
enough  with  our  united  efforts,  to  dash  down  the 
doors?  or,  stay — no  means  of  blowing  them  up ?" 
She  paused  in  thought,  when  Anima,  whose 
excited  nerves  lent  sounds  to  every  gust  of 
wind,  cried,  "  There  is  a  noise,  they  come — they 
come.  Help  me,  Victorine." 

Her  words  seemed  to  wake  the  paralyzed 
energies  of  the  old  man,  and  he  suddenly  said, 

"  Stay,  we  have  powder  at  hand,  and  fusees, 
and  there  is  in  the  armoury  an  ancient  petard  if  it 
could  be  moved;  but  then  we  are  hardly  equal 
to  it — and  if  it  could  be  loaded — but  I  have  well 
nigh  forgotten  how — and  fired — but  then — we 
might  ourselves  be  blown  up,  and 

But  this  was  enough  for  Victorine,  and  calling 
on  them  all  to  help,  she  rushed  to  the  armoury, 
where  they  soon  discovered  the  rusty  old  engine, 
and  dragged  it  to  light. 

Grumbling  and  shaking  with  fear  and  cold, 
the  seneschal  was  compelled  to  give  his  assist- 
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ance.  At  length,  the  petard  was  loaded,  screwed 
firmly  on  an  oaken  plank,  and  planted  against 
the  massive  panels  of  the  door ;  and  nothing  re- 
mained but  to  fire  it. 

Handing,  herself,  a  light  to  the  old  man,  she 
encouraged  him  to  apply  it  to  the  slow-burning 
fusee;  a  few  breathless  seconds  passed,  while  all 
parties  sought  refuge  in  the  anteroom.  Anon, 
a  deafening  report  made  every  beam  and  panel 
quiver  around  them,  as  the  iron  mass  darted  past 
their  heads  in  its  recoil  ;  the  fretted  ceiling  fell 
piecemeal  at  their  feet,  and  the  crash  of  the  solid 
window-frames  was  heard  on  the  terrace  without. 

Victorine  first  recovering  her  self-possession, 
rushed  through  a  cloud  of  smoke  and  dust,  and 
viewed  with  delight  the  ponderous  door,  laid 
prostrate  and  shattered.  "  Thank  God !"  she 
ejaculated,  while  Anima,  stunned  and  terrified 
at  the  sudden  and  terrible  explosion,  was  in  no 
state  to  appreciate  this  unexpected  liberation. 
But  her  faithful  attendant  soon  led  her  into  the 
air ;  and,  revived  by  it,  she  looked  around,  and 
with  thankfulness  saw  that  she  had  reached  the 
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terrace  in  safety,  ready  to  start  on  their  nocturnal 
expedition. 

To  many  of  them,  unaccustomed  to  hardship, 
it  seemed  a  fearful  one,  but  most  to  Anima,  who, 
nursed  in  luxury,  and  guarded  from  every  exer- 
tion, had  yet  to  learn  the  use  of  those  faculties 
with  which  Providence  had  endowed  her.  But 
she  did  not  murmur ;  she  felt  more  chastened 
now  than  alarmed,  for  the  cool  night-air  had 
composed  her  spirits,  and  though  there  was  a 
heavy  weight  of  anguish  on  her  heart,  no  words 
relieved  the  burden.  Mixed  sensations  subdued 
and  oppressed  her ;  she  thought  of  her  husband 
wounded,  perhaps  dying,  beneath  the  swords  of 
her  own  people!  Herself  flying  for  life  from 
those  who  had  nurtured  her  infancy !  But  the 
deepest,  the  severest  pang,  was  the  feeling  that 
to  neither  had  she  fulfilled  those  duties,  the  re- 
membrance of  which  would  have  sweetened  the 
past,  now  for  ever  gone. 

Their  path  to  the  nearest  hamlet  lay  partly 
through  a  tangled  forest,  and  none  of  them  were 
quite  sure  of  its  direction ;  but  once  there,  they 
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could  procure  provision,  rest,  and  guides  to  the 
convent  of  Angrogna,  where  they  expected  to 
meet  about  300  of  the  Savoyard  troops,  who 
would  protect  them,  and  safely  reconduct  them 
to  Turin,  if  (and  it  was  a  terrible  doubt)  they 
were  not  intercepted  by  any  party  of  foraging 
Vaudois,  or  could  reach  it  before  their  main 
corps  did. 

With  a  deep  sigh  of  gratitude,  Victorine  turn- 
ed to  gaze  on  the  gloomy  building  they  had  left ; 
and  consigning  the  Marchioness  to  the  care  of  the 
old  seneschal,  she  tried  to  cheer  the  spirits  of  the 
rest,  and  determine  on  the  safest  route;  in  which 
she  was  assisted  by  an  attendant  from  the  castle, 
who,  being  a  native,  was  acquainted  with  the 
locality. 

Luckily  the  fog  had  in  some  measure  dispersed, 
and  the  rising  moon  lighted  the  travellers  on  their 
way.  Though  toilsome  and  long,  the  journey  was 
accomplished,  and  after  resting  several  hours  in  a 
wood,  they  reached  the  little  village  of  Aissard 
by  morning  dawn. 

Too  much  overcome  by  fatigue  and  personal 
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alarm  to  notice  the  appearance  of  the  surrounding 
country,  ttyey  saw  not  the  smoke  of  distant  burn- 
ing hamlets,  the  devastated  cornfields,  where  no 
labourer  plied  his  morning  toil,  nor  marked  the 
stillness  of  the  village  itself,  the  looks  of  conster- 
nation with  which  they  were  received,  and  the 
eagerness  of  the  inquiries  whence  they  came,  and 
what  news  they  brought  of  the  foe. 

Rest,  refuge  was  all  they  needed,  all  they  could 
ask  ;  nor  was  it  till  Victorine  had  seen  the  worn- 
out  and  exhausted  Marchioness  laid  in  the  homely 
bed  of  one  of  those  hospitable  peasants,  that  she 
would  listen  to  the  tale  she  was  yet  so  anxious  to 
hear  of  the  state  of  affairs  around. 
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